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Ntiochus, à Tyrant of Greece. 

\ Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 

Hellicanus, 
'Eſcanes, 

 Symonides, King of Peutapolis. 

Cleon, Governor of Tharſus, 

| Lyſimachus, Governor of Metaline. 

Gerimon, 4 Tord of Ephelue, 

Thaliard, Servant to Antiochus, | 

 Eeonine, 4 Murdercr, Servant to Dion) lia. 

Gower. 

Tord, &c. 

Knights tilting in honour of Thaiſa, 


two Lords of Tyre. 


_ Heſperides, Daughier of Antiochus. 
Dionyſia, Wife to Cleon. 
Thaiſa, Daughter to Symonides. 
Marina, Daughter to Pericles and Thaiſa. 
Lychorida, Nurſe to Marina. 
Philoten, Daughter to Cleon. 

Diana, a Goddeſs appearing to Pericles.. 
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moron O ſing a Song thaf old was ſung, © © 
SETS | 
8 From Aſhes antient Gower is come Wy 
8 3 Aſſuming Man's Infirmities” 
| S To glad your Ear, and pleaſe your Eyes; 
. hath been ſung as N fd, | 


= . - 14 
10 | L 
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0, Ember Eves, and Holy-Dayz : 
And Lords and Ladies in their Lives, A e 


q 4 
* f ” 


Have read it for Reſtoratrves, © | 3% 
The pure hace is to make Men glorious: : 
Et bonum quo antiquius, es meljus 
If you, born in theſe latter times, 11 picts (oC 
when Wit's more ripe, accept my Rhymes, © * 
And that to hear an old Man ſong, 9201U0G 207 
May to your Wiſhes Pleaſure bring © 0007 50000 36h 
I Life would wiſh, an tbr Ine 
Waſte it for you like Taper- light. 
"*y — A's 73 7:31: IH 331T20 This 


8 Pericles, Pyince of Tyre. 
This —— then, Oe the Great, _ 
Built up this City for chiefeſs Seat | * 
The 500 in all Syria. "1 . 
A von what mine Authors [oy : 
j This King unto him took a Peer, 
' Who died, aud left a Female Heir; | | 
- buck ſore, blithe, and full of Face, 
: 4s Heav'n had lent her all bis Grace c | 
* With whom the Father liking took, 
Aid her to Inceſt did provoke. | 
Bau Child, worſe F her to entice his vum 
evil, ſhould. by done _ Tn, 4. 
ut Cuſtom, what they did begin, 
Was with 1 L 2578 no _— 3 


The = 


Fr fk be? ſeek her af a e * 
In Marriage- ayes, Fi Ss 
To keep ber fill, end Mon in awe, — 

That whoſo us ber for bis Wife, * = — 

Vis Riddle told not, loft his Life, 

So for her many a Wight dill dis, 

As yon gram looks to teſtify. 


Wh the judgment 
Term) ace who beſt — . cextt. 


kur 3 Prince Pericles, and W 


ng Prince of Tyre, you have at large receiy'd 
of the task you undertake. ö 
8 I 3 1 and with a Soul emboldned 
With the glory of her Praiſe, think Death no hazard, 
In this Enterprize. 
Ant. Muſick, bring in our Daughter, cloth'd like a Bride 
For Embracements, even of Jove himſelf; 
At whoſe conception, till Lucina reign'd, 
Nature this Dowry gave, to glad her Preſence, 
The Senate Houſe of Planets all did fit, 
Vo knit in her their beſt Perfeions, 


- 


** 2 * * 
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Pericles, Prinerof Tyre. 5 
© | Enter Heſperides, | 
Per. See where ſhe comes, apparell'd like the Spring, 


Graces her Subjects, and her Thoughts the King, 
Of every Virtue gives Renown to Men. 
Her Face the Book of Praiſes, where is read 
Nothing but curious Pleaſures, as from thence 
Sorrow were ever rackt, and teſty Wrath 
Could neyer be her mild Com 
Tou Gods that made me Man, and 
That have inflam'd deſire within my 
To taſte the Fruit of yon celeftial Tree, 
Or die in the adventure, be my helps, 
As I am Son and Servant to your Will, 
To compaſs ſuch a boundleſs Happineſs. 
Ant. Prince Perichs, 
Per. That would be Son to great Adee 
Ant. Before thee ſtands this fair Heſperides, 
With golden Fruit, but dangerous to be touch's 5: 
For Death like Dragons here affright thee hard: 
Her Face, like Heav'n, enticeth thee to yiew © 
Her countlefs Glory, which Defert muſt gain: 
And which without Defert, becauſe thine 5 
Preſumes to reach, all the whole heap muſt die. 
Yon ſometimes famous Princes, like thy felf, 
Drawn by . adventrous by deſire, 
Tell thee with ſpeechleſs Tongues, and Semblance pale, 
That without covering fave yon Field of Stars, 
Here they ſtand Martyrs ſlain in Cupid's Wars: 
And with dead Cheeks adviſe thee to deſiſt, . 
For going on Death's Net, whom none refit, 
Per. Antiochus I thank thee, who hath taught 
My frail Mortality to know it ſelf, 
And by thoſe fearful Objects to prepare 
This Bod like to them, to what 1 muſt: 
For Death remembred, ſhould be like a Mirrour, 
Who tells us, Life's but Breath, to truſt in Error: 
It make my Will then, and as ſick Men do. 
Who know the World, fee Heay' n, but feeling Woe, 
As Grips 


in love, 


nter 


10 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 
Gripe not at earthly Joys, as erſt they did: 
80 I bequeath a happy Peace to you 
And all good Men, as every Prince ſhould do, 
My Riches to the Earth from whence they came: 
But my unſpotted fire of Love to you. [To Heſperides. 
Thus ready for the way of Life or Death, 

I wait the ſharpeſt blow, Antiochus, ; 
Scorning advice... Read the Concluſion then. 

Ant. Which read, and not expounded, tis decreed; 

As theſe before ſo thou thy ſelf ſhalt bleed. * 

Heſp. Of all ſaid yet, may thou e proſperous; 
Of ala yet, Lwilh thee A oo [Ex, Heſperides. 
Per. Like a bold Champion I aſſume the Liſts, 

Nor ask advice of any other Thought, 


The Riddle. 


Tam no-Viper, .yet I feed 

On Mother's fleſh which did me breed: 
1 ſanght a Husband, in which Labour, 
1 found that kindneſs in. a Father. 

He's Father, Son, and Husband mild, 
1 Mother, Wife, and yet his Child. 
How they may be, and yet in two, 

A, you will live, reſol ve it o 


Sharp Phyſick. is the laſt! but O you Powers! ä 
That gives Heav'n countleſs Eyes to view. Mens Acts, 
or they not their fights perpetually ? 

I this be true, which makes me pale to read it, 

Fair Slaſs of Light, I loy'd you, and could ſtill, 

Were not this glowous Casket ſtor'd with III: 

But I muſt tell you, now my Thoughts revolt; 

For he's no Man on whom Perſectiens wait, 

That knowing Sin within, will touch the Gate. 

Youre a fair Viol, and your Senſe the Strings, 

Who finger 'd to make Man his lawful Muſick, 

Wou'd draw. Heay n- down, and all the Gods to hearken-; 
Nut being plaid: upon before your tine, 1 a 


Pericles, Prince of. Tyre. 11 
Hell only danceth at ſo harſn ern ith ad 
Good ſooth I care not for yt. 1 by: 

Ant. Prince Pericles,/;touch not upon thy Lifey 
For that's an Article within our Law. 7 2A 
As dangerous as the reſt : Your time's: Spit d. x 22511 \ 
Either expound now, or mara your Wen. 

Per. Great King, | ; 
Few love to hear the Sins they Java to «as. 3 a0) kak 
'Twould braid your ſelf too near for ito Lk: | F 15 
Who hath. a Book of all that Monarchs dv, / 
He's more ſecure to keep it ſhut, than ew. : 110 
For Vice repeated, is like the wandring Wind. 
Blows Duſt in others Eyes, to ſpread i eli; al 
And yetthe endof all is bought - gear, fi ns 
The Breath is gone, - and the ſore Eyes ſee clear. 
To ſtop the Air would hurt them, the blind Mole l 
Copt Hills toward Heav'n, to tell the Earth is throng'd. 
By Man's Oppreſſion, and the · poon Worm doth die for tz 
Kings are Earth's Gods; In: Vice their-Law's their _ 
Add if Jove ſtray, who dares ay; Jove doth ili? 
It is enough you know it, and tis fit; 
What being more known, grows worſe to ſmother it. 
All love the Womb that there being bred, 
Then give my Tongue like leave to dove my Head. 
Ant. Heav'n that L had it; — found the meaning; 


—» 
== JJ 7. 


But I will with him. Prince of Pybag'. 1 
Tho by the Tenour of our hn: 

Your Expoſition miſ-interpreti u badigol s ; 51 al 
We mig * 20 at. 
Yet — yeceading fra ſo fair a Tree, 4 bak 
As your fair {elf ee otherwiſe a ban, ci W 
Forty Days longer we do feſpite you, - 


If by which time our Secret be undone, 

This Mercy ſhews, we'll j joy in ſuch a — I 

And until then your entertain ſhall be I aa 

&A doth ** and your Wart. ir. 
Aae Peticles; gls. 


eng Per. How Courteſy would ſeem to coyer ir S, | 


un 5 is like a Hypocrit̃e. . 


12 Pericles, Prince of- =. 
The which is good in nothing but 0 f 
If it be true that I interpret falſe,” 2x 
Then were it certain you were Gs dach 
As with foul Inceſt to abuſe Soul? 
cre now you're both a Father and a Son, 
antimely claſpings with your Child, 
Ka Which Pleaſure fits an Husband, not Ee. 
ſhe an Eater of her Mother's fleſh, 
By the of her Parent's/Bed, a 
And both like Serpents are, who tho they feed 
On ſweeteſt Flowers, yet they Poiſon! breed. 
"Antioch farewel, for Wiſdom fees, thofe Men 
Bluſh not in A Aions black er than the Night, 


Will ſhew no Courſe to keep them from the . 


One Sin, 1 Know, another doth provoke, 
Murder 's as near to Luſt, as Flame to Smoke: 
Poiſon and Treaſon are the Hands of Sin, 
and the Tur to put off the Shame; t 
left my Liſe be cropt to keep you clear, 


8 "Enter Angiochus, | 


Aut. He bath found the 1 
For which: 13 have S | 
He myſt not live to/trumpet forth ingo, 
Nor tell the World Autiochus — > 
In ſuch a Joathed manner: . Thi 
And by his Fall my Honour m pin. 


„ 


ke, Thaliard. 


Thal. Doth our r Highneſs call}. | | 
; Boy you are of benden 5 
And our Mind partakes her private Actions 
To your Secreſy; and for your Faichfulneſs 

We will advance you, Thaliard. K 
5 here ;Poiſon and here's Gold, 


3 Þy Gig Ve he e inc e, [Ex 


Ve 


We mn the Prince of Tyre, and thou muſt kill him. 
It fits thee not to ask the Reaſon Why; 


* we bid it: Say, is it done? 


„ 4 ay 


Ant, Enough. Let your breath coc your (elf, lling 
our 
, Meſ. My Lord, Privee Pericles ir fled. 1 

Ant, As thou wilt Rye, fly after; and as an Arrow, 
ſhot from a well ex — Archer, hits che mark his Eye 
doth level at: 80 do thou never return, unlefs thou ſa a 
Prince Pericles is dead. 

Thal. My Lord, if 1 can get him within — * 
length, Ill make him ſure enough: 80 farewe 
Highneſs. 

Ant. Thaliard adieu; till Pericles be dead, 
My Howe can lend no fuccour to wy Head. 


| Enter Pericles Beller, with other Lords 1 


Per. Let hone diſturb : 
Why ſhould this change of Thoughts, 


The fad Companion, ' dull-ey*d Melancholy, 

4 44—— a Gueſt as not an Hour, 

In the orious walk or Night, 1 
The Tomb s Grief ſhould fleep, can breed me ated, 


Here Pleaſures court mine Eyes, and mine Eyes ſhun her, 
And Danger which I fi is at Amioch, 

Whoſe Arm ſeems far ort to hit me here. 

Yet neither Pleaſure's Art can joy my Spirits, 

Nor yet the others diſtance comfort me: K 
Then it is thus, that Paſſions of the Mind, | 
That have their firſt Conception'by mil-dread, = 
Have after Nouriſhment and Life dy Care; 1 2 
And what was firſt by fear, what might be done, 

Gros elder now, and cares'it be not done, 
And ſo tis with me. he Antiothns, 
'Gainſt whom I am too little to contend, 


14 Pericles, Printe of Tyre. 
Since he's ſo great, can make his Will his Act, 
Will think me ſpeaking, tho I ſwear to ſilence 3 
Nor boots it me to ſay I honour 
If he ſuſpect I may diſhonour bim. mc 
And what may make him bluſh in being 1er 
He'll ſtop the courſe by roach | it t be known, 

With hoſtile Forces he'll o'er- . the Land, 

And with the ſtint of Var will look fo huge, - 
Amazement ſhall drive Courage from the a: 

Our Men be vanquiſh' y do reſiſt, 

And Subjects puniſh'd, than: ne'er ke Offence. | 
Which care of them, not pity of my. ſelf, 1 
Who, once no more but as the tops of Trees, 125 
"Which fence the Roots 5. row by, and defend dhe 
Malte not my Body pine, and Soul to languiſh, 

And puniſh that. before that he would puniſh. 

1 Tord. Joy and all Comfort in your ſacred Beall 
21 Lord. And hep pour mind till ye return to us 
Peaceful and comfortable. TY 
Hell. Peace, peace, and give experience Tongue: A 
They do abuſe: the King that flatter him, 

Por Flattery is the Bellows blows up Sin, 

The thing 2 which is flatter d, — a Spark, 
To which that Spark gives heart ſironger ; 
Whereas — s/o and in order, glowing 
Fits Kings as they are Men, for they may err: 
When Signior S084 here doth proclaim Peace, 

He flatters you,” makes War upon your Life 
Prince, pardon me, ,or ſtrike: me if 2 Pleaſe, | 915! 
1 cannot be much. lower than 1996 
Per. All leave us elſe-; 2 Cares — 4 
W hat Shipping, and what Lading's in our Haven, 
And then return to us: Hellicanus, thou haſt 
Mov'd us; whatſeeſt thou in our Looks ?- 
Hell. Au ang. row, dread Lord. . 
per. If there be ſuch a Dart in Princes Frowne,:. '1 
How durſt thy. Tongue move Anger to our Face? 
Hell. How 2 the Planets look up unto Heav'n, 
From whence they have their Nouriſnment: 
Per. Thou know ſt I have Power to take thy Life from 
3 thee... Hall 


Fericles, Prance of Tyre. 15 
Hell, L have ground the Ax my ſel*,. r 
Do you but ſtrike the blow. 
Per. Riſe, prithee riſe, {it down, thou art no Flares, 
I thank thee for it, and Heav'n forbid 
That Kings ſhould let their Ears hear their Faults hid. 
Fit Counſellor, and Servant for a Prince, 
Who by thy Wiſdom' makes a Prince thy Servant. 
What would'ſt thou have me do? 
Hell. To bear with Patience ſuch Gtiefs, 
As you your ſelf do lay upon your ſelf. 7 
Per. Thou ſpeak'ſt like a Phyſician, Hellicangs, 
That miniſters a Potion unto me, 2 
That thou wouldſt tremble to receive thy ſelf; | 
Attend me then; I went to Antioch, 
Where, as thou know'ſt,. (againſt the Race of Death), 
Þ ſought the Purchace of a glorious Beauty, 
From whence an Iſſue I:might-propagate,, - _ 
Are Arms to Princes, and bring Joys to Subjects. 
Her Face was to mine Eye beyond all wonder, 
The reſt (hark in thine Eat) as black as Inceſt, 
Which by my knowledge found, the ſinful Father 
Seem'd not to ſtrike, but ſmooth; But thou know ꝰſt cis, 
Tis time to fear, when Tyrants ſeem to kiſs. . þ 
Which fear ſo grew-in me, I hicher fled, 
Under the covering of æ careful Night. 
Who ſeem'd my good Protector: and being here, . 
Bethought me what was paſt, what might ſueceedz; 
I knew him tyrannous,. and Tyrants fears 
Decreaſe not, but grow faſter than the Tears: 
And ſhould. he think, as no doubt he doth, 
That I ſhould open to the liſtening Air, 
How many worthy Princes Blood were ſhed, 
To keep his Bed of blackneſs unlaid ope, 
To lop that doubt, he'll fill this Land with Arme,, 
And. make pretence of wrong that I have done bin. 
When all for mine, if I. may call offence, ? 
Mult feel War's blow, __ fears not Innocence: 
Which Jove to all, for which thy ſelf art one, 
Who now reproved'ſt me.for-i it. 
Hell. Alas, Sir. 


16 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 

Per. Drew Sleep out of my Eyes, Blood from my Che 
Muſings into my mind, with à thouſand — ** 
Ho I might ſtop their Tempeſt ere it came; 
And finding — 1 to relieve them, 
I thought it Princely Charity to grieve for them. 

Hell. Well, my Lord, ſince you have given me leave to 


ak, 
Freely n ſpeak. Antivehas you fear, 
And juſtly too, 1 think, you fear the Tyrant 1 
Who, either by publick War or private Treaſon, 
Will eake away your Life. 
Therefore, my Lord, po travel for a while, 
Till that his Rage and Anger be forgor | 
Or till the Deſtinies do cut the Thread of his Life” 
Your Rule direct to any, ho — 
Day ſerves not more * 6 
Per: I do —— 
abſence? 


But ſhould he wrong my bers! in my 
Hell. We'll mingle our — t —＋ in the Earth, 
our Birth. 


From whence we had our Being 
Per. Tyre, I now look — * then, and to Tharſus 


Intend my travel, where I'll hear from thee; 

And by whoſe Letters I'll diſpoſe my ſelf: 

The care I had and have of Subjects good, 

On thee I lay, whoſe Wiſdom's ſtrength can bear it, 
I'll take thy word for Faith, not ask thine Oath , 

Who ſhuns not to break one, will ſure crack bothz3 
But in our Orbs we live ſo round and fafe, * 
That tinie of both this Truth ſhall ne er convince, 
Thou ſheweſt a Subjects ſhine, I a true Prince, [Exennt. 


> | "Enter Thallard ſolu. = 


Thal. So, this is Tyre, and this is the Court; hete muff 
T kill King Pericles, and if I do it not, 1 am fare to be 
hang'd at home: It is dangerous. 

Well, I perceive he was a wiſe Fellow, aid had g 
diſcretion, that being bid to ask what be would of the 
King, defir'd he might know none of his Secrets. Now 


ng, 
do Ifee he had ſome reaſon for it: For if a King bid a 
Man 


r KY - ” Os 3, 
SIS. 2 * * e LE 


_— 


a 


pleaſe 7 he ſeap'd the Land, to 


With meſſhg 


As Friends to Antioch, we may feaſt in Tyre. 


Pericles; Prince of Tyre. 17 
Man be a Villain, he is bound by the Indenture of his 
Oath to be one. * l s 
Huſht, here come the Lords of Tyre, 


Enter Hellicanus, Eſcanes, with other Lords of Tyre. 


/ 

Hell. You ſhall not need, my Fellow-Peers of Tyre, 

Further to queſtion me of your King's departure, 

His ſeal'd Commiſſion left in truſt with me, 

Doth ſpeak ſufficiently, he's gone to trayel. 

Thal. How, the King gone: | 
Hell. If further yet you will be ſatisfied, 

Why. (as it were unlicens'd of your-loves) 

He would depart; I'll give ſome light unto you. 

Being at Ammweh 
Thal. What from Antioch ? 8 
Hell. Royal Amine hus (on what cauſe I know not) 

Took ſome diſpleaſure at him, at leaſt he judg d ſo: 

And doubting that he had erred or ſinned, | 

In 2 7 would n 

ts himſelf unto the Shipman's'toil, 

Win whom each minute threatens Life or Death. 

Thal. Well, I perceive 1 ſhall not be hang 'd now, 

altho I would ; but ſince he's gone, the King's Seas muſt 

periſh at the Sea; I 

preſent my ſelf, Peace to the Lords of Tyre. 
Hell. Lord Thaliard from Antiochns is welcome. 
Thal. From him I come 


e unto Princely Pericle}; 
But'ſince my landing I have underſtood 

Your Lord hath betook himfelf to unknown Travels, 
My meſſage muſt return from whence it came. 

Hell. We have no reaſon to deſire it, 

Commended to our Maſter, not to us; 

Yet ere you ſhall depart, this we deſire, 
Exeunt. 


18 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 


Enter Cleon the Governor of Tharſus, with Dionyſia, 
- * and others. 1 
Cle. My Dionyſia, ſhall we reſt us here, 
And by relating Tales of others Griefs, 
See if twill teach us to forget our own ? 
Dio. That were to blow at Fire in hope to quenchit, 
For who digs Hills becauſe they do aſpire, f 
Throws down one Mountain to caſt up a higher : 
O my diſtreſſed Lord, even ſuch our Griefs are, 
Here they're but felt, and ſeen with Miſchiefs Eyes, 
But like to Groves, being topt, they bigher riſe. 
Cle. O Dionyſea,- 7% 
Who wanteth Food, and will not ſay he wants it, 
Or can conceal his Hunger, till he familh ? 
” _ _Our Tongues and Sorrows do ſound deep: 
Our Woes into the Air, our Eyes to weep, 
Til} Fongues fetch Breath that may proclaim 
Them louder, that if Heav'n ſlumber, while 
Their Creatures want, they may awake 


: 


Their helpers to comfort them. uf! 
II then diſcourſe our Woes felt ſeveral Years, 
And wanting Breath to ſpeak, help me with Tears. 
Dia. I' do my. beſt, Sir. [+ blaws L008 
Cle. This Tharſus, o'er which I've: the Government, 

A City, on whom Plenty held full Hand, | 
For Riches ſtrew'd her ſelf even in the Streets, 4 
W hoſe Towers bore heads ſo high, they kiſt the Clouds, 
And Strangers ne'er beheld,. but wonder'd at; | 
Whoſe Men and Dames ſo jetted and adorn'd, 
Like one another's Glaſs to trim them by; 
Their Tables were ſtor'd full, to glad the ſight, 
And not ſo much to feed on, as Gelight 7 | 
All Poverty was ſcorn'd, and Pride ſo great, 
The Name of Help grew odious to repeat.. 
Dio. Oh 'tis true. | 7 ' 

Cle. But ſee what Heay'n can do by this our Change: 

Theſe Mouths, who but of late, Earth, Sea, and Air, 
Were all too little to content and pleaſe, 


Altbo. they gave their Creatures in abundance; 


t. 


Pericles, Prince of Tyte. 
As Houſes dre defil'd for want of uſe, g 
They are now ſtarv'd for want of Exerciſe. ;. 

Thoſe Palats, who, not yet to ſayers! younge r. 
Muſt have Inventions to delight the Taſte, F* 
Would now be glad of Bread, and beg for it; 
Theſe Mothers ho to nouale up their Babes, 
Thought nought too curious, are ready now, 
To eat thoſe little Darlings whom they lov'd 2. 
So ſharp are hunger's Teeth, that Man and Wife 
Draw Lots who firſt ſhall die to lengthen Life. 
Here ſtands a Lord, and there a Lady weeping, 
Here many ſink, yet thoſe who ſee them fall, 
Have ſcarce Strength left to give them Burial. 

Is not this true? 

Dio. Our Cheeks and hollow Eyes do witneſs its 

Cle. O let thoſe Cities that of Plenty's Cup, 
And her Proſperities ſo largely taſt, 

With their ſuperfluous Riots hear theſe Tears ; 
The Miſery of Tharſus may be theirs.. 


Enter 4 Lord. 4. Ir 


Lord. Where's the Lord Governor? 1 0 

Cle. Here, ſpeak out thy Sorrows, which thou bring ſt 
in haſte, for Comfort is too far for us to expect. 

Lord. We have deſcried, upon our neighbouring Shore, 
A portly fail of Ships make khitherward. 

Cle. I thought as much. 
One Sorrow never comes but brings an Heir, 


That may ſucceed as his Inheritor : 


And ſo in ours: Some neighbouring Nation, 
Taking Advantage of our Miſery,  _ 
Hath ſtuft the hollow Veſſels with their Pow'r, 
To beat us down, the which are down already ; 
And make a Conqueſt of unhappy me, 
Whereas no Glory is got to overcome. 
Tord. That's the leaſt Fear; | 1% 
For by the ſemblance of their Flags diſplaid,./ | 
They bring us Peace, and come to us as Faygurers,, 
Not as Foes. * 


40 Ann Pointe my 
Cle. Thou ſpealeſt like Hymns untutor'd to re 
Who makes the faireſt Shew, meant moſt Deteiz. * 
But bring they what they will, and what . 
What need we fear, the Grounds the 10 
_ we are half way there : 

Go tell d Genen weintent! tim here, | 
To know for'what he comes, and whence he comes, 
And what he craves. 

Loyd. I go, my Lord. 


Cle. e his Peace, if he on Peace conſt; 
If Wars, we are unable to reſiſt, 
Enter Pericles with Ateendanes 


Per. Lord Governor, for ſo we hear you are, 
Let not our Ships and number of our Men 
Be like a Beacon fir'd, to amaze your Eyes : 
We've heard your Mi ſeries as far as Tyre, 
And ſeen the Deſolation of your Street:: 
Nor come we to add Sorrow to your Tears, 
But to releaſe them of their heavy load; 
And theſe our Ships, you happily may think 
As like the Trojan Horſe, was ftnft within, 
Wich bloody Veins expecting Overthrow, 
Are ftor'd with Corn to make your needy "Bread, 
And give them Life, whom Hunger ftary'd half dead, 
Omnes. The Gods of Greece protect you, 
And we'll pray for you, 
Per. Ariſe, I pray you ariſe; 
We do not look for . but for Love, 
And POT for our ſelf, our Ships, and Men. 
Cle.” The which when any ſhall not gratify, | 
Or pay you with Unthankfulneſs in Thon ht, 
Be it our Vives, our Children, or our ſelves, 
The Curſe of Heav'n and Men ſucceed their Evils: 
Till when, the which, I hope, ſhall ne'er be ſeen, 
Your Grace is welcome to our Town and us. 
per. Which welcome we'll accept, feaſt here a while 
Until our Stars that frown, lend us a Smile. [Exenrr. 
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ACT I. SC RNE I. 


Enter Gower, 


ERE have you ſum a mighty 
His Child, I wil to-Inceſt 2 
4 83 Lord, 


Gow. 


. awful bubin Dond and Ward 
Be ; as Men wy be, 
Ti be hath paſt Nece 


Fi ſhew you thoſe in Troubles Reign, 
— .. a Mountain gain: 
Good in Converſation, | 
7 gory my Benizon, 

rn where each Man 
Thinks all is: writ he ſpoken can: 
And to remember. what he does, © 
Build his Statue to, make him glorious: + 
But Tidings to the contrary, | 
Are brought. ku. e nod ec 


Dumb Show. 


Enter at one Door Pericles talking wund Cle al the Train 
with them, Enter at another Door, à Gentleman with a 
Letter to Pericles., Pericles ſhews:the Letter to Clas, Pe»: 
ricles gives the Meſſenger a Reward, and knights him. 


Exit Pericles at dan Door, and. Cleon at another. 
Good Hellican that flaid at home, 


Not to eat Honey like a Drone, 
From others L 53. for tho he ſtrive 

To killen bad keep gaad alive: 24 1d WA 
And to fulfil his Prince's. Deſire, ' (0 
Sav'd one of all that in Tyre: | 
How Thaliard came x line mdb dim, 
Aude had intent to. murther . him; 
rind M in Tharſus was not beſt, 
R 


Ow 


22: Pericles, Prince of I 
He Je put forth to Seas, 


Men 2 Eaſe; 1 2. «> 5 5 


For now theWind begins to 
Thunder above, and He 4 al 
Make ſath . that the 
Should houſe him 115 is = and (oli 
And he, good Prince, having all lofi, 
By Waves, from Coaſt to Coaff is toft : 

All Periſben of Man, F Pelf. | 

Ne ought eſcapen'd but himſelf; 

Till Fortune tir d with doing bad, 

Threw him aſhore to give him glad : 

And here he comes; what ſhall be next, 

Pardon old Gower, thus long's the Text. 


Enter Pericles wer. 


Per. Yet ceaſe yaur Ire, you angry Stars of Heav'n, 
Wind, Rain, and Thunder ; remember earthly Man 
Is but a Subſtance that muſt yield to you : | 
And I, as fits my Nature, do obey you. 

Alas, the Sea hath caſt me on the Rocks, 
Waſht me from Shore to Shore, and left my Breath 
Nothing to think on, but enſuing Death; 

Let it ſuffice the greatneſs of your Powers, 

To have bereft a Prince of all his Fortunes 
And. having thrown him from your watry Grave, 
—— „ in Pence, is all anne 


- = : 
oy Ll ' 

' 
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Enter three Fiſhermen. 


1 Fiſh, What, to pelch? AG 
2 Fi, Ha, come and bring away the Nets, 
1 Fiſh, What, Patch-Breech, I _ | 
3 Hf. What ſay you, Maſter ?' 
I Fiſh. Look how thou ſtirreſt now. 
Come away, I'll fetch thee wich a Wannion. 
1 Faith, Maſter, 1 am thinking of wn poor 
„ 
* caſt away *** even now. 


1 Fiſh 


nil 4 HO kr tte *%*. tt 3.2 
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1 Fiſh, Alas, poor Souls, it griev'd my Heart to hear 
What pitiful Cries prom made to us, to help them, 
When, welka-day, we could ſcareely help our ſelves, 
3 Fiſh. Nay, ad not I as much, 
When I ſaw the Porpus how he bo unc'd and cumbled 


The "op ſay, they are half Fiſh, half Fleſh ; 
_ on them, they ne'er come but 1 look to be 


Maſten, — how the Fiſhes lire in the Sea 2 
1 Fiſh, Why, as Men do at Land, 
The great ones eat up the little ones: 
I can compare our rich Miſers, to nothing ſo fitly 
As toa Whale; he plays and tumbles, 
Driving the poor Fry 
And at laſt devours them all at a Mouthful, 
Such Whales have I heard on a' th' Land, 
Who never leave ng till on ſwallow'd 
The whole n Church, Steeple, Bells and all, 
Per. A pretty Moral 
3 Fiſh. But, Maſter, "if had been dhe Sexton, 
I call have been that ety in the gs 


2 Fiſh. Why, 7» dp? 
3 Fiſh, Becau ſhould have ſwallow · d me too: 
And when 1 had been in his Belly, 


I wquld have kept ſuch a e of the Bells, 
That he ſhould never have le 


Till he caſt Bells, Steeple, Church and Pariſh up again. 
But if the good King Symonides were of my Mind, 


Per. Symonides ? 
purge the Land of theſe Drones, 


2 Fiſh. We would 
That rob the Bee of her Honey, 
Per. How from the fenny ſubject of the Sea 
Theſe Fiſhers tell the Infirmities of Men, 
And from their watry Empire recollect, 
All that may Men approve, or Men detect. | 
Peace be at your Labour, honeſt Fiſhermen, - 
2 Fiſh: Honeſt, good Fellow, What's that, if it be a 


ou, 
Search- — tha Kalender, and no Body look after it ? 
Per. Y'may ſee ATI ag me upon your Coaſt. 


1 2 Fiſh. 
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2 Fiſb. What a drunken Kn e the Sea, - 
To caſt thee in our way. 

Per. A Man whom both the Waters and the Wind, 
In that vaſt Tennis-Court, hath made the Ball I. 
For them to play Aeon. intreats you pity n, | 
He asks of ay Ls never us d to beg. 

1 Fiſh, No, Friend, cannot you beg? 
Here schem in our Country of Greece, 
Get more with chen we can do wich Working 
2 Fiſh, Canſt thou catch any Fiſhes wen? 

Per. I never practis d it. 

2 Fiſh, Nay, then thou wilt dare bse for here's no- 
thing to be got now:-a:days, unleſs thou canſt fiſh for't. 

Per. What I have —— I bava forgot to know , 
But what I am,. Mant teaches me to think on; 

A Man throng'd up with Cold, my Veins are chill, 

And have no more 7 than may ſuffice 
To give mx T e that heat to ask your 
Which if you ſhall refuſe, when CTY, K 
For that IL am a Man, ptay ſee me buried. 
1 Fiſh. Die ko- tha, now Gods forbids I ln | 
come put it on, keep thee now afore mea 
- handſome F Come, thou ſhalt and we'l] 
haveFleſh for all Day, Fiſh for faſting Days and more; or 
Puddings and Flap-jacks, and thou be welcome. 

Per. I thank you, Sir. | | 

2 ifs Huck you my Friend, you ad 2 could not. 


Per. 1 did but crave. 
2 Fiſh," But crave}: then. Tl: turn craves 10, 
And 1 1 ſhall ſcape whipping. 4 1 260 T 
Per. N aro altyour Beggars wh en. 
e. N my Fri — for if all your 
rs were whipt, 1 — Office, than 
e Beadle. . But. Maſter, III go draw the Net. 
">: How well this bomeſt Mirth becomes their Labour? 
1 ie, Hark — Sir, neee Nr 
— this. — | 
1 'yau: 18 PO nau 
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Pen. The good King Symonides do you call him? 

1 Fiſh, Ay, Sir, and he deſerves ſo to be call'd, 
For his peaceable Reign and good Government, 

Per. He is a happy King, ſince he gains from | 
His Subjects, the name of Good, by his Government. 
How far is his Court diſtant from this Shore? 

1 Fiſh. Marry, Sir, half a day's Journey; and Viltell 
you, he hath a fair Daughter, and to morrow is her Birth- 
day, and there are Princes and Knights come from all 
parts of the World, to Juſt and Turney for her Love. 

Per. Were my Fortunes equal to my Deſires, 

I could wiſn to make one there. -. | . * 

2 Fiſh. Oh Sir, things muſt be as they may; and what a 

Man cannot get, he may lawfully deal for his Wife's Soul. 


Enter the two Fiſhermen drawing yp 4 Net. 


2 Fiſh, Help, Maſter, help, here's a Fiſh hangs in the Net, 
like a poor Man's Right in the Law,'twill bardly come our, 
Habots on't, tis comeat laſt, and tis turned to a ruſty Armor. 

per. An Armor, Friends! I pray you let me ſee it. 
Thanks, Fortune, yet that after all Croſſes, 
Thou giy'ſt me ſomewhat to repair my ſelf; 

And tho it was mine own, part of mine Heritage, 
Which my dead Father did bequeath to me, 

With this ſtrit Charge, even as he left his Life: 
Keep it, my Pericles, it hath been a Shield 

'Twixt me and Death ; and pointed to. this Brayſe ; 
For that it ſay'd me; keep it in like neceſſity ; 
The which the Gods proteCt thee, Fame may defend thee. 
It kept where I kept, I ſo dearly lov'd it, 

Till the rouph Seas, that ſpares not any Man, 
Took it in rage, tho calm'd hath given't again: 

I thank thee for't, my Shipwrack now's no ill, 
Since I have here my Father's Gift in's Will. 

1 Fiſh, What mean you, Sir? WW 

Per. To beg of you, kind Friends, this Coat of Worth, 
For it was ſometime Target to a King; | 
I know it by this Mark ; he lov'd me dearly, 

And for his ſake, I wiſh the having of it ; 
Vol. IX. ö Pa, And 
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And that you'd guide me to your Sovereign's Court, 
Where with it I may appear a Gentleman; 
And if that ever my low Fortune's better, | 
I'll pay your Bounties ; till then reſt your Debtor, 

21 Faſo. Why, wilt thou turney for the Lady ? 
Pe, I'll mew the Virtue I have born in Arms, 
2 Fiſh. Why, take it, and the Gods give thee good on't, 
=2Feſb. But hark you, my Friend, Was we that made up 

| his Garment throꝰ the rough Seams of the Waters; there 

are certain Condolements, certain Vails ; I bope, Sir, if 
you thrive, you'll remember from whence you had them. 
Per. Believe it I will; | 

By your furtherance I am cloth'd in Steel, 

And ſpight of all the rapture of the Sea, 

This Jewel holds his building on my Arm; 

Untothy value I will mount my fat | 

Upon a Courſer, whoſe delightful ſteps 

Shall make the Gazer joy to ſee him tread : 

Only, my Friend, I yet am unprovided of a pair of Baſes. 

2 Fiſh, We'll ſure provide, thou ſhalt have 

My beſt Gown to make thee a pair; . 

And I'll bring thee to the Court my fel - 

Per, Then Honour be but a Goal to my Will, 

This Day I'll riſe, or elſe add ill to ill. „(Exeunt. 


Enter Symonides with Attendants, and Thaiſa. 


King. Are the Knights ready to begin the Triumph? 
1 Lord. They are, my Liege, and ſtay your coming, 
To preſent themſelyes. dhe 
King, Returnthem, we are ready ; and our Da hter 
In Honour of whoſe Birth, theſe Triumphs are, (her 
Sits here like Beauty's Child, whom Nature gat, 
For Men to ſee, and ſeeing wonder at, 4 | 
Thai. It pleaſeth you, my royal Father, to expreſs 
My Commendations great, whoſe Merit's leſs. 
King. It's fit it ſhould be ſo; for Princes are 
A Model which Heav'n makes of it ſelf: 
As Jewels loſe their Glory, if neglected, 
So Princes their Renowns, if not reſpected. 
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Tis now your Honour, Daughter, to entertain 
The Labour of each Knight, in his Device. 
Thai. Which, to preſerye mine Honour, 1'll perform? 
Wy [The firſt Knight paſſes by. 
King. Who is the firſt that doth prefer himſelf ? 
Thai. A Knight of Sparta, my renowned Father, 
And the Device he bears upon his Shield, | 
Is a black Æthiop reaching at the Sun; 
The word, Lux tua vita mihi. | 
King, He loves you well, that holds his Life of you. 
[The ſecond Knight. 
Who is the ſecond, that preſents himſelf ? 
Thai. A Prince of Macedon, my Royal Father, 
And the Device he bears upon his Shield, 
Is an arm'd Knight, that's conquer'd by a Lady 
The Motto thus in Spaniſh, Pue Por dolcera chi por forxa. 
[The third Knight, 
King. And what's the third ? 
Thai. The third of Antioch ; and his Device 
A wreath of Chiyalry z the word, Me Pompei provexit apex, 
King. What is the fourth ? ; 
Thai, A burning torch that's turned upſide down, 
The word, Qui me alit, me extinguit. | 
King. Which ſhews that Beauty hath his Power and 
Which can as well enflame, as it can kill. _ (vill, 
| [The fifth Knight, 
Thai. The fifth, an Hand environed with Clouds, 
Holding out Gold, that's by the Touch-ſtone try'd : 


The Motto thus, Sic ſpectanda fides. 
Les [The ſixth Knight. 


King. And what's the ſixth and laſt, the which the 
Knight himſelf with ſuch a graceful Courteſy deliver'd ? 
Thai, He ſeems to be a Stranger, but his Preſent is 
A ann that's only green at top: 
The Motto, In hac ſbe vivo. 
King. A pretty Moral: 
From the dejected State wherein he is, 
He hopes by you his Fortunes yet may flouriſh, 
: * | 1 Lord, 
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I Lord, He had need mean better than his outward Shew 
Can any way ſpeak in his juſt commend: | 
For, by his ruſty Outſide, he appears 
To'ave praftis'd more the Whipſtock than the Lance: 
2 Lord, He well may be a Stranger, for he comes 
To an honour'd Triumph ſtrangely furniſn d. 
3 Tord. And on ſet ral fot his Armor ruſt 
Until this Day, to ſcour it in the Duſt, 
King. Opinion's but a Fool, that makes us ſcan 
The outward Habit by the inward Man. 
But ſtay, the Knights are coming. 
We will withdraw into the Gallery. [Exeunt, 
{Great Shouts, and all cry, The mean Knight. 


Enter the King and Knights from Tilting. 


King. Knights, to ſay you're welcome, were ſuperfluous. 
To place upon the Volumn of your Deeds, 
As in a Title Page, your worth in Arms, 
Were more than you expect, or more than's fit, 
Since every Worth in ſhew commends it (elf. 
Prepare for Mirth, for Mirth comes at a Feaſt; 
You are Princes, and my Gueſts, a 

Thai. But you, my Knight and Gueſt, 

To whom this wreath of Victory I give, 
And crown you King of this Day's happineſs. 
Per. 'Tis more by Fortune, Lady, than by Merit. 
King. Call it by what you will, the Day is yours. 
And here, I hope, is none that envies it. 
In framing an Artiſt, Art hath thus decreed, 
To any good, but others to exceed, 


And you her labour d Scholar: Come, Queen o' th' Feaſt, 


For, Daughter, ſo you are, here take your place : 
Martial the reſt, as they deſerye thy grace. 
Knights, We are honour'd much by good Symonides. 
King. Your Preſence glads our Days, Honour we love, 
For wo hates Honour, hates the Gods above. : 
Marfh. Sir, yonder is your Place. N 
Per. Some other is more fit. 
A Knigbt. Contend not, Sir, for we are — 
3 


a 
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That neither in our Hearts, nor outward Eyes, 
Envy the Great, nor do the Low deſpiſe, 
PeFe You are right, courteous Knights. , 
King. Sit, fit, fit, 
By Jove, I wonder, that is King of Thoughts, 
Theſe Cates reſiſt me, he not thought upon. 
Thai. By Juno, that is the Queen of Marriage, 
All Viands that I eat do ſeem unſa voury, 
Wiſhing him my Meat ; ſure he's a gallant Gentleman, 
King, He's but a Country Gentleman; has done no more 
Than other Knights have done, has broken a Staff, 
Or ſo ; let it paſs. 
Thai. To me he ſeems a Diamond to Glaſs, 
Per. Yon King's to me, like to my Father's Picture, 
Which tells me in that Glory once he was, 
And Princes fat like Stars about his Throne, 
And he the Sun, for them to reverence ; 
None that beheld him, but like leſſer Lights, 
Did veil their Crowns to his Supremacy ; 
Where now his Son, like a Glow-worm in the Night, 
The which hath Fire in Darkneſs, none in Light; 
Whereby J ſee that Time's the King of Men, 
For he's their Parents, and he is their Grave, 
And gives them what he will, not what they crave. 
King. What, are you merry, Knights ? 
Knights. Who can be other in this Royal Preſence ? 
King. Here, with a Cup that's ſtirr'd unto the brim, 
As you do love, fill to your Miſtreſs' Lips, 
We drink this Health to you. 
Knights. We thank your Grace, 
King. Yet pauſe a while. 
Yon Knight doth fit too melancholy, 
As if the Entertainment in our Court | 
Had not a ſhew might countervail his Worth. 
Note it not you, Thaiſa? 
Thai What is't to me, my Father? 
King. O, attend, my Daughter 
Princes, in this, ſhould live like Gods above, 
Who freely give to every one that come to honour them: 
And Princes not doing ſo, are like to Gnats, 
B 3 Which 
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Which make a ſound, but kill'd are wondred at: 
Therefore to make his entrance now more ſweet, 
Here ſay we drink this ſtanding Bowl of Wine to him. 
Thai. Ala, my Father, it befits not me, 
Unto a ſtranger Knight to be ſo bold, 
He may my Proffer take for an Offence 
Since Men take Womens Gifts for Impudence. 
King. How! do as J bid you, or you'll move me elſe. 
Thai. Now, by the Gods, he could not pleaſe me 
better. [4ſide. 
King. And furthermore tell him, 
We defire to know of him, 
Of whence he is, his Name and Parentage. 
Thai, The King my Father, Sir, has drunk to you. 
Per, I thank him. 
Thai. Wiſhing it ſo much Blood unto your Life. 
Per, I thank both him and you, and pledge him freely. 
Thai. And further he deſires to know of you, 
Of whence you are, your Name and Parentage. 
Per. A Gentleman of Tyre, my Name Pericles, 
Education been in Arts and Arms, 
Who looking for Adventures in the World, 
Was by the rough Seas reft of Ships and Men, 
And after Shipwrack, driv'n upon this Shore. 
Thai. He thanks your Grace z names himſelf Pericles, 
A Gentleman of Tyre, who only by misfortune of the Seas, 
Bereft of Ships and Men, caſt on the Shore. 
King. Now by the Gods, I pity his Misfortune, 
And will awake him from his Melancholy. 
Come, Gentlemen, we fit too long on Trifles, . 
And waſte the time, which looks for other Revels. 
Ev'n in your Armors, as you are addreſt, 
Will very well become a Soldier's Dance: 
I will not have excuſe, with ſaying that 
Loud Muſick is too harſh for Ladies Heads, 
Since they love Men in Arms,as well as Beds. [They dance. 
So, this was well ask'd, 'twas well perform d, 
Come, Sir, here's a Lady that wants breathing too, 


And 1 have heard, you Knights of Tyre 


Are 
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Are excellent in making Ladies trip, 
And that their Meaſures are as excellent. 

per. In thoſe that practiſe them, they are, my Lord. 
King. O that's as much as you would be deny'd 
Of your fair Courteſy, unclaſp, unclaſp. {They dance. 
Thanks Gentlemen, to all; all have done well, 
But you the beſt. Pages and Lights, to conduct 
Theſe Knights unto their ſeveral Lodgings, 
Yours, Sir, we have giv'n order to be next our own, 
Per. I am at your Grace's pleaſure, 
King. Princes, it is too late to talk of Love, 
And that's the Mark I know you level at: 
Therefore each one betake him to his Reſt, 
To Morrow, all for ſpeeding do their beſt. 


Enter Hellicanus and Eſcanes. 


Hell. No, Eſcanes, know this of me, 
Antiochus from Inceſt liy'd not free: 
For which, the moſt high Gods not minding 
Longer to with-hold the Vengeance that 
They had in ftore, due to his heinous 
Capital Offence ; even in the Height and Pride 
Of all his Glory, when he was ſeated in 
A Chariot of an ineſtimable Value, and his Daughter 
With him; a Fire from Heav'n came and ſhrivell'd 
Up thoſe Bodies, even to loathing , for they ſo ſtunk, 
That all thoſe Eyes ador'd them, ere their Fall, 
Scorn now their Hand ſhould give them burial. 

Eſca. It was very ſtrange. 

Hell, And yet but Juſtice , 
For tho this King were great, 
His Greatneſs was no guard to bar Heaven's ſhaft, 
But Sin had his Reward, 

Eſca. Tis very true. 


Enter two or three Lords. 


1 Lord. See not a Man in private Conference, 
Or Counſel, hath reſpe& with him but he. 
B 4 2 Lor 4. 
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2 Lord. It ſhall no longer grieve without reproof. 
2 Lord. And curſt be he that will not 4 it. 
1 Tord. Follow me then: Lord Hellican, a word. 
Hell. With me? and welcome, happy Day, my Lords. 
1 Tord. Know that our Griefs are riſen to the top. 
And now at length they over-flow their Banks. 
Hell. Your Griefs, for what? wrong not your Prince 
you love. 
1 Cord. Wrong not your ſelf then, noble Hellican, 
But if the Prince do live, let us ſalute him, 
Or know what Ground's made happy by his Breath: 
If in the World he live, we'll ſeek hin, out; 
If in the Grave he reſt, we'll find him there, 
And be reſoly'd, he lives to govern us : 
Or dead, gives cauſe to mourn his Funeral, 
And leave us to our free Election. 
2 Lord. Whoſe death indeed, the ſtrongeſt in our cenſure, 
And knowing this Kingdom is without a Head, 
Like goodly Buildings left without a Roof, 
Soon fall to Ruin: Your noble ſelf, erg ws 
That beſt knows how to rule, and how to reign, + 
We thus ſubmit unto our Sovereign. | 
Omn. Live, noble Hellican. | 
Hell. Try Honour's Cauſe ; forbear your Suffrages : 
If that you love Prince Pericles, forbear : 
(Take I your wiſh, I leap into the Seas, 
Where's hourly trouble, for a Minute's eaſe,) 
A Twelve-month Jonger, let me entreat you 
To forbear the abfence of your King : 
If in which time expir'd, he not return, 
I ſhall with aged Patience bear your Yoke. 
But if I cannot win you to this Love, 
Go ſearch like Nobles, like noble Subjects, 
And in your ſearch, ſpend your adventurous Worth, 
Whom if you find, and win unto return, | 
You ſhall like Diamonds ſit about his Crown. 
1 Lord. To Wiſdom, he's a Fool that would not yield, 
+ And ſince Lord Hellican enjoineth us, | 


We with our Trayels will endeayour. 
4 | Hell. 
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Hell. Then you love us, we you, and we'll claſp Hands, 
When Peers thus knit, a Kingdom ever ſtands. ¶ Exeunt, 


Enter the King reading of a Letter at one Door, 
| and the Knights meet him. 


I Knight. Good morrow to the good Symonides, 
King. Knights, from my Daughter this I let you know. 
That for this twelve Month, ſhe'll not undertake 
A married Life: Her Reaſon to her ſelf is only known, 
Which yet from her by no means can I get, 
2 Knight. May we not get acceſs to her, my Lord? 
King, Faith, by no means, ſhe hath ſo ſtrictly 
Ty'd her to her Chamber, that tis impoſſible: 
One twelve Moons more ſhe'll wear Diana's Livery : 
This by the Eye of Cynthia hath ſhe vow'd, 
And-on her Virgin Honour will not break. 
3 Knight. to bid farewel, we take our leaves. ¶ Ex. 
King. So, they are well diſpatch'd. | 
Now to my Daughter's Letter; ſhe tells me here, 
She'll wed the ſtranger Knight, 
Or never more to view nor Day nor Light. 
"Tis well, Miſtreſs, your Choice agrees with mine, _ 
Flike that well; nay, how abſolute ſhe's in't, | 
Not minding whether I diſlike or no. 
Well, I do commend her choice, and will no longer: 
Have it he delay'd : Soft, here he comes, 
I muſt diſſemble it.. 


Emer Pericles. 


Per. All Fortune to the good Symonides: 

King, To you as much: Sir, I am beholden to you, 
For your ſweet Mulick this laſt Night; ; 
I do proteſt, my Ears were never fed: 
With ſuch delightful pleaſing Harmony. 

Per. It is your Grace's Pleaſure to commend,, 
Not my Deſert, | 

King, Sir, you are Muſick's Maſter... 

Per, The worſt. of. all her Scholars, my. good. Bord:. 

| B's King 
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King, Let me ask you one thing. 

What do you think of my Degas, Sir ? 
Per. A moſt virtuous Princeſs. 

King. And ſhe's fair too, is ſhe not ? 1 2 

Per. As a fair Day in Summer: Wondrous Fair. 

EXKing. Sir, my Daughter thinks very well of you, 
I fo well, that you muſt be her Maſter, By 

And ſhe will be your Scholar; therefore look to it. 
Per. I am unworthy to be her School-maſter. 

King. She thinks not ſo, peruſe this Writing elſe. 

Per. What's here, a Letter, 

That ſhe loves the Knight of Tyre? 

'Tis the King's Subtility to have my Life : 

Oh ſeek not to intrap me, gracious Lord, 

A Stranger and diſtreſſed Gentleman, 

That never aim'd fo high to love your Daughter, 

But bent all Offices to honour her. 
King. Thou haſt bewitch'd my Daughter, 

And thou art a Villain. 
Per. By the Gods | have not; 

Never did Thought of mine levy Offence, 

Nor never did my Actions yet commence 

A Deed might gain her Love, or your Diſpleaſure. 
King. Traitor, thou lyeſt. 
Per. Traitor ! 


ing, Ay, Traitor. | 
Per, Even in his Throat, unleſs it be a King, 

That calls me Traitor, I return the Lye. » 
King. Now by the Gods I do applaud his Courage, 
Per. My Actions are as noble as my Thoughts, 

That never reliſh'd of a baſe Deſcent. 

I came unto the Court for Honour's Cauſe, 

And not to be a Rebel to her State; 

And he that otherwiſe accounts of me, | 

This Sword ſhall prove, he's Honour's Enemy. h 
King. No? here comes my Daughter, ſhe can witneſs it. 


Enter Thaiſa. 
Per. Then as you are as Virtuous as Fair, 
Reſolve your angry Father, if my Tongue 


Pericles; Prinet of” Tyre. 
Did e'er ſollicit, or my Hand ſubſcribe - 
To any Syllable that made/love to you ? 
Thai. Why, Sir, if you had, who takes offence _ 
6: ps 
King, Yea, Mi are you ſo m 
I am glad of it with all my Heart. "EY LAſide. 
I'll tame you, 1'll bring you in ſubjection. 
Will you, not having my Conſent, 
Beſtow your Love and your Affections | 
Upon a Stranger? — who, for ought I know, { 4ſide. 
May be, nor can I think the contrary, 
As great in Blood as I my felf, — | 
Therefore hear you, Miſtreſs, either frame 
Your Will to mine; and you, Sir, hear you, 
Either be rul'd by me, or I'll make you ——— 
Man and Wife ; nay, come, your Hands 
And Lips muſt ſeal it too : And being join'd, 
I'll thus your Hopes deſtroy, and for further Grief, . 
God give you Joy; what, are you both pleas'd * 
Thai. Yes, if you love me, Sir. 
Per. Ev'n as my Life, or Blood that foſters it: 
King. What, are you both agreed? 
Amb, Yes, if it pleaſe your Majeſty. 
Ning. It pleaſeth me ſo well, that I will ſee you wed, 
And then with what haſte you can, get you to Bed. 


p Enter Gower, 


Now yſteep flaked hath the rout, 

No din but ſnoars about the Houſe, 

Made louder by the 0'er-fee Beaſt, 

Of this moſt pompous Marriage Feaſt : 

The Cat with Eyne of burning Coal, 

Now couches from the Mouſe's hole : 

And Crickets ſing at th* Oven's Mouth, 

Are the blither for their Drouth : 

Hymen hath brought the Bride to Bed, 

Where, by the Loſs of Maidenhead, 

A Babe is moulded, by attent, 

And time that is ſo briefly ſpent, . 4 
Wit 
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Muß your fine 'Fanties quaintly acbb. 
What's dumb in Shew, ll plain with Speech. 01 
Enter Pericles and S monides at one Door with Attendants, 

a Meſſenger meets them, kneels, and gives Pericles a 

Letter, Pericles ſhews it Symonides, the Lords kneel 
to him; then enter Thaiſa with Child, with Lychorida 
a Nurſe, the King, ſhews her the Letter, ſhe rejoices : 
She and Pericles take leave of her Father, and de part. 

By many a dearn and painful Pearch 

O Pericles, the carefal Search, 

By the four oppoſing Coignes 

Which the World together joines. 

Is made with all dus diligence, 

That Horſe and Sail, and high Expence, 

Can ſteed the queſt ; at laſt. from Tyre, 

Fame anſwering the moſt firangs enquire, 

To the Court of King Symonides, 

Are Letters brought, the tenaur theſe. 

_ Antiochus and his Daughter's dead, 

_ The Men of Tyrus, on the Head 
Of Hellicanus would ſet on 

The Crows of Tyre, but he will none: 

The Mutiny he there haſtes toppreſs, 

Says to them, if King Pericles 

Come not home in twice, fix Maons,, 

He, obedient to their dooms, 

Will take the Crown : The ſum. of this 

"Brought hither to Pentapolis, | 

Tony ſhed the Regions round, 

And every one with claps can ſound, 

Our Heir apparent is à King 

Who dreamt ? you thought of ſuch a thing? 

Brief, he-muſt hence depart to Tyre, 

His Queen with Child, makes her deſire,. 

'Which who ſhall croſs, along ta go, 

Omit we all their dole and woe: 

Lychorida her Nurſe ſhe takes, 

Al ſo in Sea; than Viſſel bs 


on Neptune's Billou, half the Flood 51180 | 
Hath their Keel cut; but Fortune mov d, A2 

Varies again, the griſiy North © S A 
Diſgorges ſuch a Tempeſ# forth, bas <a 
That as a Duck for Life that dives, 

So up and down the Ship drive: 

The Lady ſbriets, and welk-a-near, 

Doth fall in travel with her fear : 7 

And what enſues in this felf Storm, 

Shall for it ſelf, it ſelf perform : 

1 nill relate, Action may 
Conveniently. the reſt convey ; 

Which might not? what by me is told, 
In your Imagination hold : 

This Stage, the Ship, upon whoſe Deck 
The Sea-toft Pericles appears to ſpeak. 


Enter Pericles on Shipboard. 


Per. Thou God of this great Vaſt, rebuke theſe Surges, 
Which waſtr both Heav'n and Hell; and thou that haſt - 
Upon the Winds command, bind them in Braſs, 
Having call'd them from the Deep; O ſtill 
Thy deafning dreadful Thunders; daily quench 
Thy nimble ſulphurous Flaſhes : O how, Lychorids, 
How does my Queen? then ſtorm venomouſly, 
Wilt thou ſpit all thy ſelf ? the Seaman's whiſtle 
Is a whiſper in the Ears of Death, 

Unheard Lychorida ? Lucina, oh TE; 
Divineſt Patroneſs, and my Wite, gentle 

To thoſe that cry by Night, convey thy Deity 
Aboard our dancing Boat, make ſwift the Pa 
Of my Queen's Travels. Now, Lychorida. 


Enter Eychorida.. 


Lyc, Here is.a thing too young for ſuch a place, 
Who if it had conceit, would die, as I am like to do 3 
Take in your Arms this piece of your dead Queen. 

Per. How? bow, Lychorida® 


' 
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Here's all that . of our Qucen; 

A little Daughter, for the fake of it 

Per. Oh you _ ſan ' =} 
Why do you make us love your goodly Gi 
And faarch them ſtraight gy F 
We here below recal not what we give, 
And we therein may uſe Honour with 

Lyc. Patience, good Sir, even for this charge. 
Ter. Now mild may be thy Life, | | 
For a more bluſtrous Birth had never Babe: 
Quiet and gentle thy Conditions ; | 
For thou art the rudelieſt welcome to this World, 
That ever was Prince's Child ; happy that follows, 
Thou haſt as chiding a Nativity, LE 
As Fire, Air, Water, Earth, and Heay'n can make 
To harold thee from the Womb: | 
Ev'n at the firſt, thy 5 more — on 

Portage quit, with all thou can heres” 

Now the good Gods throw their beſt Eyes upon it. 


| | Enter two Sailors. 
1 Sail. What e, Sir? God ſave you. 
Per. e Eno 1 do not fear the Flaw, 


It hath done to me the worſt: Yet for the love 
Of this Infant, this freſh new Sea-farer, | 
I would it would be quiet. 
1 Sail. Slack the Bolins there; thou wilt not, wile 
thou blow and ſplit thy ſelf? 4 | 
2 Sail, But Sea-room, and the brine and clondy Bil- 
low kiſs the Moon, I care not. 
1 Sail. Sir, your Queen muſt oyer-board, 
The Sea works high, the Wind is loud, 
And will not lie till the Ship be clear'd of the dead. 
Per. That's your Superſtition, lobſerv'd, 
x Sail. Pardon us, Sir, with us at Sea it ſtill hath been 
And we are ſtrong in Eaftern, therefore briefly yield her. 
Per. As you think meet, for ſhe muſt o'er- board ſtraight, 
Moſt wretched Queen. 


— 


Lyc, 
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Lyc. Here ſhe lies, Sir. 
Per. A terrible Child- bed haſt thou had, my Dear; 
No Light, no 5 the unfriendly Elements 
=” ot thee utterly, nor have I time 
1 hallow'd to thy Grave, but Qraight 
thee ſcarcely coffia'd, in oar, 
Where for a . upon thy Bones, 
The Air remaining Lamps, the belching Whale, 
And humming Water muſt o'erwhelm thy Corps 
Lying with fimple Shells: Oh, Lychorida, 
Bid Neftor bring me Spices, Ink and Paper, 
My Casket nar my Jewels, and bid Nicander 
Bring me the Sattin Coffin : the Babe 
Upon the Pillow; hie thee, whites 1 * 
A Prieſtly Farewel to ber: Suddenly, Woman. 
2 Sail, Sir, we have a Cheſt 2 the Hatches, 
Caulk'd and bitum'd ready. 
Per. I thank thee; Mariner, fay, what Coaſt is ibis ? 
2 Sal, We are near Tharſus. - 
Per. „ go Mariner, 
my th Courſe for re: When canf thou reach it? 
By break of Day, if the Wind ceaſe, 
** O make for Tharſus, 
There will I viſit Cleon, for the Babe 
Cannot hold out to Tyrus: There I'll leave it 
At careful Nurſing: Go thy ways, good Mariner, 
I'll bring the Body preſently. Eæeunt. 


Enter Lord Cerymon with 4 Servant. 
Cer. Philemon, oh! 


Enter Philemon, 


Phil, Doth my Lord call ? 
Cer, Get Fire and Meat for theſe poor N 
It hath been a turbulent and ſtormy N 
Ser. I have been in many; bee a Night as this, . 
Till now, I ne'er endur'd, 


4 _ 


nn 


40 "Pericles, * Prince of Tyre 
cer. Your Maſter will be dead ere you return. 
There nothing can be miniſtred to Nature, 
That can recover him: Give this to e er N 
| And * me how it works. 


Enter two Gentlemen... 


I Gent: Good Morrow. 
2 Gent. Good Morrow to your Lordſhip, 
Cer, Genet, FI 224 ſtir ſo early? 
1 Gent. Sir, our ing ſtan bleak upon che | 
Shook as if the Earth did — * 2 
The very Principles did ſeem to rend and all to topple, 
Pure ſurpriae and fear made me to leave the Houſe. 
2 Gent. This is the Cauſe we n you ſo early, 
Tis not our Husbandry. * 
Cer. O you ſay well. 
1 Sent. But 1 much maryel that yaur Lordſhip 
Having rich Attire about you, ſhould at theſe — Hours 
Shake — the . 3 Slumber of Repoſe; . 
Nature ſhould be fo converſant with Pain, 
Being thereto not compelled. 
Cer. I hold it ever Virtue and Cunning 
Were Endowments greater, than Nobleneſs and Riches ;- 
_ "Careleſs Heirs may the two latter darken and a 
But Immortality attends the former, | 
Making a Man a God: | 
Tis — ty I ever have ſtudied Phyſi ck, 
Thro* which ſecret Art, by turning o'er Authority, 
1 have, together with my Practice, made familiar 
To me and to my aid, the beſt Infuſions that dwell. 
In Vegetives, in Metals, Stones; and can ſpeak of the 
Diſturbances that Nature works, and of her Cures N 
Which doth give me a more content 
In courſe of true Delight Niko 
Than to be thirſty after tottering Honour, 
Or tie my Pleaſure up in ſilken Bags, 
To pleaſe the Fool and Death. 
2 Gent. Your Honour hath thro' Epheſus 


3 forth your Charity, and hundreds call 22 
our 


— 
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Your Creatures; who by you have been reſtor'd, 

And not your Knowledge, your perſonal, Pain. 

But even had Purſe ſtill open, hah built Lord abe 
Such ey ge, as never ſhall decay. 


Enter two or three with a Chef. 


Ser. So, lift theres 
Cer, What's that ? | 
Ser. Sir, even no did the Sea tofs up upon our Shore 
This Cheſt : tis of ſome wrack. 
Cer. Set it down, let us look upon it, 
2 Gent, Tis like a Coffin, _ 
Cer. Whate'er it be, tis wondrous heavy; 
Wrench it open ſtraight : 
If the Sea's Stomach be o'er-charg'd with Gold, 
'Tis a good conſtraint of Fortune it belches upon us. 
2 Gent. 'Tis ſo, my Lord. 
Cer. How cloſe 'tis caulk'd and bottom'd, did the Sea 
caſt it up ? 
Ser. I ad ſaw ſo buge a Billow, Sir, as toſt it upon 
| Shore. 
Cer. Wrench it open; it ſmells moſt ſweetly in my 
Senſe. 
2 Gent. A delicate Odour. 
Cer. As ever hit my Noſtril; ſo, up with it. 
Oh you moſt potent Gods ! what's here, a Coarſe ? 
1 Gent. Moſt ſtrange. (ſured 
Cer. Shrowded in Cloth of State, balm'd and entrea- 
Wich full Bags of Spices, a Paſſport to Apollo. | 
Perfect me in the Characters. 


Here 1 give to underſtand, 
If eer this Coffin drive a- land; 

I King Pericles have loſs 

This Queen, worth all our mundane coft : 
Who finds her, give her Burying, - 

She was the Daughter of a King. 
Beſides this Treaſure for a Fee, 

The Gods requite his Charity. 


42 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 

If thou liveſt Pericles, thou haſt a Heart 
That even cracks for wo; this chanc'd to Night: 
2 Gent. Moſt likely, Sir. 1 , 

' Cer, Nay, certainly to Night. 

For look how freſh ſhe looks! * _ 

They were too rougb, that threw her in the Sea. 
Make a Fire within, fetch hither all my Boxes in my 

._ Cloſet, 185 

Death may uſurp on Nature many Hours, 
And yet the Fire of Life kindle again the o er · preſt Spirits. 
1 heard of an Ægyptian that had nine Hours been dead, 
Who was by good appliance recoyered. 


Enter one with Napkins and Fire. 


Well ſaid, well faid, the Fire and Cloths, 
The rough and woful Muſick that we have, 
Cauſe it to ſound I beſeech you: 
The Vial once more; how thou ſtirreſt, thou Block & 
The Muſick there; I pray you give her Air; 
ntlemen, this Queen will live,, - 
Nature awakes a warm Breath out of her; 
She bath-not been entranc'd above five Hours... 
See how ſhe gins to blow into Life's Flower again. 
1 Gent. The Heay'ns, thro” you, increaſe our Wonder, 
And ſets up your Fame for ever. 
rer. She is alive, behold her Eyc<-lids, 
Caſes to thoſe heav'nly Jewels which Pericles hath loſt, 
in to part their Fringes of bright Gold, 
The Diamonds of a moſt praiſed Water do appear, 
To e the World twice rich, live, and make us weep 
r your Fate, fair Creature, rare as you ſeem to be. 


To 
of | | She moves. 
hai. O dear Diana, where am I? where's my Lord? 

What World is this ? 

2 Gent. Is not this ſtrange *? 
1 Gent. Moſt rare, * 

Cer. Huſh, my gentle Neighbours, lend me your Hands, 
To the next Chamber bear her, get Linnen ; 


Now 
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Now this matter muſt be look'd to, for the Relapſe _ 
Is mortal: Come, come, and, Æſculapius, guide us. 

[ Exeunt, carrying her away. 
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Enter Pericles at Tharſus,-with Cleon and Dionyſia. 


Per. OST honour'd Cleon, I muſt needs be gone, 
My twelye Months. are expir'd, and Tyre 
: ſtands | 
In a peace; you and your Lady take from my Heart 
All Thankfulneſs. The Gods make up the reſt upon you 
Cle. Your ſhakes of Fortune, tho they hate you 
Mortally, yet glance full wondringly on us. 
Dion. O your ſweet Queen! 
That the ſtrict Fates had pleas'd you'd brought her hicher, 
To have bleſt mine Eyes with her. [ 
Per. We cannot but obey the Pow'rs above us; 
Could I rage and roar as doth the Sea ſhe lyes in, 
Yet the end muſt be as 'tis : My gentle Babe, Marina, 
Whom, for ſhe was born at Sea, I have nam'd ſo, 
Here, I charge your Charity withal; leaving her | 
The Infant of your Care, beſeeching you to give her 
Princely training, that ſhe may be manner'd as ſhe is 
born. 
Cle. Fear not my Lady, but think your Grace, 
That fed my Country with your Corn, for which 
The Peoples Prayers daily fall upon you, muſt in your 
Child by 
Be thought on; if negle& ſhould therein make me vile, 
The common Body that's by you reliev'd, | 
Would force me to my Duty; but if to that . 
My Nature need a Spur, the Gods revenge it 
Upon me and mine, to the end of Generation. 


My wedd 


"a4 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 
Pier. 1 believe you, your Honour and your Goodnefs 
Teach me to't without your Vows ; *till ſhe be married, 
Madam, by bright Diana, whom we honour, 
All unſiſter d ſhall this Heir of mine remain, 
Tho 1 ſhew will in't; So I take my leave: 
Good Madam, make me bleſſed, in your Care 
In bringing up my Child. | 
Dion. I've one my ſelf, who ſhall not be more dear 
To my reſpect than yours, my Lord. | 
Per, Madam, my Thanks and Prayers. 
de. We'll bring your Grace to the Edge of the Shore, 
_—_ you up to the masked Neptune, and the gentleſt 
Winds of Heav'n. | | 
Pier. 1 will embrace your Offer. Come, deareſt 
Madam: O, no Tears,  Lychorida, no Tears; look to 
— little Miſtreſs, on whoſe Grace you may depend 
er: Come, my Lord. | [Exeunt. 


Enter Cerymon and Thaiſa. 


. "Cer. Madam, this Letter, and ſome certain Jewels, 
Lay with you in your Coffer, 
Which are as your Command: Know you the Charac- 
ter? 
"Thai. It is my Lord's; that I was ſhip'd at Sea, 
I well remember, ev'n on m 9 
But whether there delivered, by the holy Gods, 
I cannot rightly ſay; but ſince King Pericles, 
ed Lord, I ne'er ſhall ſee again, 
A veſtal Livery will 1 take me to, 
And never more have Joy. | 
Cer. Madam, if this you purpoſe as ye ſpeak, 
Diana's Temple is not diſtant far, 
Where you may abide till your date expire; 
Moreover if you pleaſe, a Niece of mine 
Shall there attend yon. 
Thai. My recompence is thanks, that's all, 
Yet my good Will is great, tho the Gift ſmall. 


[Exennr. 


Enter 


f. 


N Enter Gower. 


Gow. Imagine Pericles arriv'd at Tyre, 


| Welcom'd and ſettled to his own deſire; 


His woful Queen we leave at Epheſus, 
Unto Diana, there's a Votareſs. 

Now to Marina bend your Mind, 
Whom our faſt growing Scene muſt find 
At Tharſus, and by Cleon train'd 
In Muſick's Letters, who hath gain d 
Of Education all the Grace, 5 ' TH 
Which makes high both the Art and Place 
Of general Wonder : But alack, 

That Monſter Envy, oft the Wrack 

Of earned Praiſe, Marina's Life 

Seeks to take off by Treaſon's Knife, 

And in this kind, our Cleon hath | 
One Daughter and a full grown Wench, 
Even rite for Marriage fight : This Maid 
Hight Philoten : And i is ſaid 

For certain in our Story, ſhe 

Would ever with Marina be, 

Be't when they weav'd the ſtedded Silk, 
With Fingers long, ſmall, white as Milk, 
Or when ſhe would with ſharp Needle wound 
The Cambrick, which ſhe made more ſound 
By harting it, or when to th" Lute 
She ſung and made the Night Bed mute 
That flill records within one, or when _ 
She would with rich and conſtant Pen, 
Veil to her Miſtreſs Dion ſtill, 

This Philoten contends in skill 

With abſolute Marina: 8 | 
The Dove of Paphos might with the Crow 
Vy Feathers white, Marina gets 

All Praiſes, which are paid as Debts, 

And not as given ; this ſo darks 

In Philoten all graceful Marks, 

That Cleon's Wife with Envy rare, 

A preſent Murderer do's prifare 
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For Good Marina, that her Daughter 6 
Might fland peerleſs by this ſlaughter. 

The ſooner her vile Thoughts to ſtead, 
Lychorida our Nur ſe it dead, | 

And curſed Dionyſia bab 

The nt Inſtrument of Wrath 

Pref# for this blow, the unborn Event 

I do commend to your Content, 
Only 1 carried winged Time 
Poſt, on the lame Feet of my Rhime, 
Which never could I fo convey, 
Unleſs your Thoughts went on my Way. 

Dionyſia doth appear, | | 

With Leonine a Murderer. | [Exit, 


Enter Dionyſia, and Leonine. 


Dion. Thy Oath remember, thou haſt ſworn to do it, 
Tis but a blow, which never ſhall be known. 
Thou canſt not do a thing in the World fo ſoon, 
To yield thee ſo much Profit ; let not Conſcience 
Which is but cold, enflaming thy love Boſom, 
Enflame too nicely ; nor let Pity, which 
Even Women have caſt off, melt thee, 
But be a Soldier to thy Purpoſe. | 
Leon. I will do't, but yet ſhe is a goodly Creature. 


— r ”. SA WOES N. 


Dion. The fitter then the Gods ſhould have her. l 
Here ſhe comes weeping for her only Miſtreſs Death: \ 
Thou art reſoly'd ? Fir} ; 

Ln. Tam reſoly d. | 
Enter Marina with a Ballet of Flowers. | i 
: 


Mar. No : I will rob gay Tellus of her, Weed, 
To ſtrew thy Grave with Flowers : The yellows, blues, 
The purple Violets and Marigolds, ' = 
Shall as a Carpet hang upoſi thy Grave, | 
While Summer Days doth laſt. Ay me, N Maid, 


Born in a Tempeſt, when my Mother dy d: 


„ 
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This World to me is like a laſting Storm, 
Hurrying me from my Friends. * 

Dion. How now,” Marina ? why de ye weep alone ? 
How chance my Daughter is not with you? 
Do not conſume. your Blood with ſorrowing, 
You have a Nurſe of me. Lord ! your Fayour's 
Chang'd, with this unprofitable Woe : 
Come give me your Flowers, ere the Sea mar it, 
Walk with Leonine, the Air is quick there, 
And it pierces and ſharpens the Stomach : 


Come, Leonine, take her by the Arm, walk with her. 


Mar. No I pray you@, , __ 
I'll not bereave you of your Servant. 
Dion. Come, come; 
1 love the King your Father, and your ſelf, 
With more then foreign Heart; we ev bas | 
Expect him here, when he ſhall come and 
Our Paragon, to all Reports thus blaſted, 
He will repent the Breadth of his great Voyage, 
Blame both my Lord and me, that we have taken 
No care to your beſt Courſes. Go I pray you, 
Walk and be cheatful once again; reſerve 
That excellent Complexion, which did ſteal 
The Eyes of Young and Old, Care not for me, 
I can go home alone. 
Mar. Well, 1 will go, 
But yet I have no deſire to it, | * | 
Dion. Come, come, I know tis good for ou; 
Walk half an Hour, Leonine, at the 8 
Remember what I have ſaid. | 
Leon. I warrant you, Madam. Ty 
Dion. 1'll leave you, my ſweet Lady, for a while; 
Pray walk ſoftly, do not heat your Blood : 


What, I muſt have a care of you. [Exjt. * 
Mar, My Thanks, ſweet Madam. Is the Wind Weſ- | 


terly that blows ? | | 
Leon. South-Weſt. 8 | 
Mar. When I was born, the Wind was North. | 
Leon. Was't ſo? © | n | 
Mar. My Father, as Nurſe faith, did never fear, 


But cried, good Seamen to the Sailors, galling 


I 


His 
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His Kingly Hands, ” * 
- + Hailing the Ropes, and claſping to the Matt, 
Endur' a Sea pes. almoſt burſt the N 
" Leon. - When was this ? | 
Mar. When I was born, 
Never was Waves nor Wind more violent, 
And from the Ladder-Tackle, waſhes off 
A Canvas Climber: Ha, faith one, wilt out! 
And with a dropping laduſtry they skip 
From Stern to Stern : 
The Boat-ſwain whiſtles, and the Maſter calls 
And trebles their Confuſion. 
Leon. Come ſay your Prayers. 
Mar. What mean you? | 
- Leon. If you require a little hace for Prayer, 
I grant it; pray, but be not tedious, 
For the Gods are quick 'of Ear, 
And I am ſworn to do my Work with haſte. 
Mar. Why will you kill me? 
Leon. To fatisfy my Lady. 
Mar. Why would ſhe have me Kurd now? as I can 
Remember 1. 10 my Troth, 1 never did hurt her 
In all my Life, I never ſpake bad word, | 
Nor did ill turn to any living Creature; 
Believe me now, I never kill'd a Mouſe, 
Nor hurt a Fly, I trod upon a Worm once 
Againſt my will, but 1 wept for it. How have 1 
offended, _ 
Wherein my Death might yield her any profit, 
Or my Life imply her any danger © ? 
Leon. My Commiſſion ' .* | 
Is not to reaſon of the Deed, but do it. 
Mar. You will riot do't for all the World, 1 hope : 
Lou are well-fayour'd, and your Looks fore-ſhew 
Lou have a very gentle Heart. 1 ſaw yo tm lately, 
hen you caught Hurt in parting two that nes. 2 = | 
Good ſooth, it ſhewed well in you, do fo now, U 
Your Lady ſecks my Life, come you between, | 
And fave poor Me the weaker, 1 
Leon. 1 am ſworn, and will diſpatch. 


Enter 


4 Pand. \Bowlt, 


ing too Wenchleſs. 
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| Lare Enter Pirates. = 
1 Pirat. Hold, Villain. 

2 Pirat. A Prize! a Prize! 


3 Pirat. Half E. Mates half part. Come, let's 
kaye her aboard ſuddenly. . | [Excxym. 


Enter Leonine. 


Leon. Theſe. roguing Thieves ſerye the great Pirate 
Valdes. | | 


And they have ſeized Marina: let her go, 


There's no hope ſhe will return: I'll ſwear ſhe's dead, 


And thrown into the Sea; but I'll ſee further: 


Perhaps they will but pleaſe themſelves upon her, 
Not carry her aboard ; if ſhe remain, | | 
Whom they have rayiſh'd, muſt by me be lain. [Exif; 


Euer Pander, Boult and Dawd. 


* 


Baule. Sir. | 

Pand. Search the Market narrowly, Metalline is full 
of Gallants, we loſt too much Money this Mart, by be- 
Baud. We were never ſo much out of Creatures; we 
have but poor three, and they can do no more than they 
can do, and they with continual Action, are even as 
gobd as rottenn. ys Os OK, | 

Pand. Therefore let's have freſh ones what &er we 
pay for them; if there be not a Conſcience to be ud 
in every Trade, we ſhall never proſper, 

Baud. Thou fay'ſt true, tis not our bringing up of 


poor Baſtards, as I think, I brought ſome eleven, 


Bont. I too eleyen, and brought them down again, 


But ſhall I ſearch the Nark et?! 
Baud. What elſe, Man? The Stuff we have, a ſtrong 


Wind will blow it to pieces, they are ſo pitifally ſodden. 
Vol. II. | rennen 


— 


pand. Thou "my true, there's two unwholſome in 
Conſcience, the poor Tranſilvanien is dead that lay with 


the little Bagga 1 
| Boulr. Ay, ſhe quickly him, ſhe-made him 
Roaſt- Meat for Worms; but Fl go arch the Market, 
SS. + [Ex 
Pand. Three or four thouſand Chickens were as 
pretty a Proportion to live quietly, and ſo give over. 

Baud. Why to give over, I pray you? Is it a ſhame 

to get when we are old? 
Fand. Oh our Credit comes not in like the Commodi- 
ty, nor the Commadity wages not with the Danger: 
Therefore, if in our Youths we could pick u Be 


pretty Eſtate, twere not amiſs to keep our Door hatch'd. 1 
Beſides, the fore Terms we ſtand upon with whe: J, 
aer 3 \ 
Baud. Come, other ſorts offend as well We.” 
'* Pand. As well as we, ay, and better too, be Gerd | 
worſe, neither is our Profe on any us, it's no Cal- 
ling: But here comes Bunt. © 
: Enter Boult with Pirates, and Marina. : 
= due Come your ways, my Maſters, you ſay ſhes a 
18 in | | 
| | Fat. O Sir, we doubt it not. a 
Boult. Maſter, 1 have gone thro* for this [Pee you 
ſee; if you like her, ſo; it not, I have loſt my Earneſt. 
be Bau Boult, has ſhe any Qualities? 't 
Bolt. She has a good Face, ſpeaks well, and hath ex- S, 
cellent good Clothes: There's no farther neceſſity of 
lities can make ber be refuſed, 
Baud. What's her Price, Boult ? th 
Bout. I cannot be bated one doit of a thouſand Pieces, n 


 Pand, Follow me, my Maſters, you ſhall have 
your Money preſently : : Wife, take her in, inſtruct her 
what ſhe has to do, *. ſhe may not be raw in ber En- 
nertainment. N 
© Bewd. Bowl, take you the Marks of her, the Colour . 

of her Hair, Complexion, Height, , with warrant H 


of ker Virginity ; © and cry, He that wi give 1 moſt 2 
bave 


FP @ -* 
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have her firſt. Such a Maiden-head were no cheap 
thing; if Men were as they have been: Get this done 
as 1 command you. 

Bont. Performance ſhall follow, (Exit. 

: Mar. Alack, that Leonine was fo ſlack, ſo low; 
He ſhould have ſtruck, not ſpoke ; 

Or that theſe Pirates, not enough barbarous, 
Had o'er-board thrown me, for to ſeek my Mother. 
Baud. Why weep you, pretty one? 

Mar. That I am pretty. 

Baud. Come, the Gods have done their Part in you 

Mar. I accuſe them not. A | 

Baud. Lou are light into my hands, where you are 
like to live. | 

Mar. The more's my Fault to ſcape his hands, 
Where I was like to die. 

- Bawd, Ay, and you ſhall live in Pleaſure, 

Mar. No. 55 1 | 

Baud. Yes indeed ſhall you, and taſte Gentlemen 
of all Faſhions. Lou ſhall fare well; you ſhall have 
the difference of all Complexions. What, d'ye ſtop: 
your Ear? | 

Mar. Are you a Woman ? 

Dad. What would you have me to be, if I be not 
a Woman? 

Mar. An honeſt Woman, or not a Woman. 

Baud. Marry whip thee, Goſling : I think 1 ſhall have 
ſomething to do with you. Come, y'are a young fooliſn 
Sapling, and muſt be bowed as I would have ye. 

Mar. The Gods defend me. . "Y 

Baud. If it pleaſe the Gods defend you by Men, 
then Men muſt comfort you, Men muſt feed you, Men 
muſt ſtir you up: Bouli's return'd. 


N Enter Boult. 
Now, Sir, haſt thou cry'd her thro' the Market ? 


Boule. 1 have cry'd her almoſt to the number of her 


Haig. I have drawn her Picture with my Voice. 
Ce Baud 
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Bad. And prithee tell me, how doſt thou find the 
Inclination of the People, eſpecially of the younger ſort? 

Boult. Faith they liſtned to me, as they would have 
hearken'd to their Father's Teſtament. There was a 
Spaniard's Mouth ſo watered, that he went to Bed to 
Her very Deſcription. | 

Baud. We have him here to Morrow with his 
beſt Ruff on. 

Boult. To Night, to Night, But, Miſtreſs, do you 
know the French Knight that cowers i'th*' Hams ? 

'Bawd. Who? Monſteur Verollus :? | | 

Boult. Ay, he offered to cut a Caper at the Procla- 
mation, but he made a Groan at it, and ſwore he would 
fee her to Morrow. 

Baud. Well, well, as for him, he brought bis Diſ- 
eaſe hither, here he doth but repair it. I know he will 
<ome in our Shadow, to ſcatter his Crowns in the Sun. 

. \Bowlr. Well, if we had of every Nation a Trayeller, 
we ſhould lodge them with this Sign. 

Baud. Pray you, come hither a while, you have 
Fortunes coming upon you, mark me, you mult ſeem 
to do that fearfully, which you commit willingly ; deſ- 
piſe Profit, where you have moſt Gain: to weep that 
you live as you do, makes Pity in your Lovers ſeldom, 


but that Pity begets you a good Opinion, and that Opi- 


nion a meer Profit. 


E F "Mar. I underſtand Ou not. 
- 'Baxlt. O take her home, Miſtreſs, take her home; 


theſe Bluſhes of hers muſt be quencht with ſome pre- 
ſent Practice. | 
Baud. Thou ſayeſt true i faith, ſo they muſt , for 
your Bride goes to that with ſhame, which is her way 
to go with warrant, e140 
Baut. Faith ſome do, and ſome do not; but Miſtreſs, 
if I have bargain'd for the Joint. 

Baud. Thou may'ſt cut a Morſel off the Spit. 


Bout. I may fo. 


Baud. Who ſhould deny it? [well. 


Come young one, I like the manner of your Garments 


*, Bolt. Ay, by my Faith, they ſhall not be changed yet. 


Bawd. 
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Baud. Boult, ſpend thou that in the Town, report what 
-a Sojourner we have; you'll loſe nothing by Cuſtom, 
When Nature fram'd this Piece, ſhe meant thee a good 
Turn, therefore ſay what a Paragon ſhe is, and thou 
haſt the Harveſt out of thine own Report. 

Bowlt. I warrant you, Miſtreſs, Thunder ſhall not ſo 
awake the Beds of Eels, as my giving out of her Beauty 
__ up the leudly iaclin'd, IH bring home ſome to 
Night. 8 | 

Bed. Come your ways, follow me. 

Mar. If Fires be hot, Knives ſharp, or Waters deep, 
Unty'd I ſtill my Virgin-knot will keep. 

Diana, aid my Purpoſe. | 

Bawd. What haye we to do with Diana? pray you 

go with us. | [Exennts 


Enter Cleon and Dionyfia. 


Dion. Why are you fooliſh, can it be undone ?. 

Cle. O Dionyſia, ſuch a piece of Slaughter, 

The Sun and Moon ne'er look'd upon. 

Dion. I think you'll turn a Child again. 

Cle. Were I chief Lord of all this ſpacious World, 
I'd give it to undo the deed. O Lady, much leſs in 
Blood than Virtue, yet a Princeſs to equal any ſingle 
Crown of the Earth, in the juſtice of compare: O Vil- 
lain, Leonine, whom thou haſt poiſoned too; if thou 
had'ſt drunk to him, it had been a kindneſs becoming 
well thy Face. What can'ſt thou ſay, when noble Pe- 
ricles ſhall demand his Child ? 

Dion. That ſhe is Dead, Nurſes are not the Fates to 
foſter it, nor ever to preſerve ; ſhe dy'd at Night, I'll ay 
ſo, who can croſs it, unleſs you play the Innocent, and 
for an honeſt Attribute, cry out, ſhe dy'd by foul Play? 

Cle. O go to; well, well, of all the Faults beneath 
the Heay'ns, the Gods do like this worſt. 

Dion. Be one of thoſe that thinks the- pretty Wreny 
of Tharſus will fly hence, and open this to Pericles; 1 
do ſhame to think of what a noble Strain you are, and 
ef how coward a Spirit, 
| C 3 Cle. 
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Cle. To ſuch proceeding, whoever but his Approba- 
tion added, tho not his whole Conſent, he did not flow 
from honourable Courſes. 
Dion. Be it ſo then, yet none doth know but you how 
ſhe came dead, nor none can know, Leonine being gone, © 
She did diſdain my Child, and ſtood between her and 
her Fortunes: None would look on her, but caſt their 
Ga zes on Marina's Face, whilſt ours was blurred at, and 
held a Mawkin, not worth the time of day. It pierc'd 
me thro”, and tho you call my Courſe unnatural, you 
not your Child well loving, yet I find it greets me as an 
enterprize of Kindneſs perform'd to your ſole Daughter, 
Cle. Heav'ns forgive it. 
Dion. And as for Pericles, what ſhould he fay ? 
We wept after her Hearſe, and yet we mourn : 
Ker Monument almoſt finiſhed, and her Epitaph 
In glittering golden Characters, expreſs 
A general Praiſe to her, and Care in us, 
At whoſe Expence *tis done. 
Cle. Thou art like the Harpy, 
Which to betray, doſt with thy Angel's Face, 
Seize with thine Eagle's Talons. 
Dion. You are like one, that ſuperftitiouſly 


Doth ſwear to th'Gods, that Winter kills the Flies; 


But yet I know, you'll do as I adviſe. [Exeunt. 


CT IV. SCENT A 
Enter Gower, 
Hus Time we waſte, and longeſt Leagues make ſhort, 
Sail Kas in Cockles, have and wiſh but for't, 


Making to take our Imagination, 
From Bourn to Bourn, Region to Region. 


| By you being pard'ned, we commit no Crime, 
To uſe one Language, in each ſeveral Clime, 


Where our Scenes ſeem to live. I do beſeech i 


To learn of me, who flands in gaps to teach you oe 


— 


6. 
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The Stages of our Story. 1 Pericles- * 

I now again thwarting the wayward Seas ; 

( Attended on by many a Lord and Knight). 

To ſee his Daughter, all his Life's Delight: - 

Old Hellicanus goes along behind, 

Is left to govern it: | You bear in Mind 

Old Eſcanes, whom Hellicanus late 

Advanc'd in time to great and high Eſtate. 

Well ſailing Ships, and bounteous Winds have brought 
This King to Tharſus, think this Pilot thought, 

So with his Steerage, ſhall your Thoughts grone 

To fetch his Daughter home, who firſt is gone ; 

Like Motes and $adows ſee them move a while, 

Your Ears unto your Eyes Tl} reconcile. 


Enter Pericles at one Door with all his Train, Cleon and 
Dionyſia at the other : Cleon ſhews Pericles the Tomb, 
whereat Pericles makes Lamentation, puts on Sack- 
cloth, and in a mighty Paſſion departs. 


| Gower, Ser how Belnf may ſuffer by foul ſhow, 
This borrow'd Paſſion ſtands for true old Woe : 


And Pericles in S$-rrow all devour'd, 2 18 
With Sighs ſhot thro', and biggeſt Tears 0'er-ſhower'd, 
Leaves Tharſus, and again imbarks, he ſwears 
Never to waſh his Face, nor cut his Hairs, 
He put on Sackcloth, and to S, he bears 
A Tempeſt which his mortal Veſſel tears, 
And yes he vides it out, Now take u' our 
To the Epitaph for Marina, writ by Dionyſia. 


The faireſt, ſweeteſt, and beſt lies here, 
Who wither'd in her Spring of Year: 
She was of Tyrus the King's Daughter, 

On whom foul Death hath made this Slaughter : 
Marina was ſhe call'd, and at her Birth, py 0 
That is, being proud, ſwallow'd ſome part of th Earth: 
Therefore the Earth fearing to be o'erflow'd, 
Hath Thetis Birth-child on the Heavy hs beftow'd 

C4 Where- 


. 
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Wherefore ſhe does and ſwears ſhe'll never ſtint, 
Make raging Battry apon Shores of Flint, 


No Vixor does become black Villany, 

82 well as ſoft and tender Flattery. 

Let Pericles believe his Daughter's dead, 
And bear his Courſes to be ordered 

By Lady Fortune, while our flear muſt play 
His Daughter woe and heavy well-a-day, 
In her unholy Service: Patience then, 

And think you now are all in Metaline. (Exit, 


p 


Enter two Gentlemen. 


1 Gent. Did you ever hear the like ? 
* 2 Gent, No, nor never ſhall do in ſuch a place as 
this, ſhe being once gone. 
1 Gent. But to have Divinity preach'd there, did you 
ever dream of ſuch a thing? 
2 Gent, No, no; come, I am for no more Bawdy- 
houſes, ſhall we go hear the Veſtals ſing ? | 
1 Gent. 1'll do any thing now that is virtuous, but 1 
am out of the road of rutting for ever. Exceunt. 


Enter the three Bawds. 


_ Pand. Well, I had rather than twice the worth of her 
The had ne'er come here. | 
' Bawd, Fie, fie upon her, ſhe is able to freeze the 
God Priapus, and undo a whole Generation, we muſt ei- 
ther get her raviſh'd, or be rid of her ; when ſhe ſhould 
do for Clients her fitment, and do me the kindneſs of 
our Profeſſion, ſhe has me her Quirks, her Reaſons, her 
Maſter-reaſons, her Prayers, her Knees, that ſhe would 


2 Puritan of the Devil, if he ſhould cheapen a Kiſs 
er. | = 

Boult. Faith I muſt raviſh her, or ſhe'll disfurniſh us 
of all our Cavaliers, and make all our Swearers Prieſts. 
Pad. Now the Pox upon her Green · ſickneſs for me. 


Nu. 
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Baud. Faith there's no way to be rid of it, but by the 
way 8 Pox. Here comes the Lord Lyſimachus 
diſguis' | | 
| ; worhy We ſhould have both Lord and Lown, if the 
peeviſh Baggage would: but give way to Cuſtomers. 


Enter Lyſimachus, 


Eyſ. How now, how a dozen of Virginities ? 

Baud. Now the Gods bleſs your Honour. 

Boult. I am glad to ſee your Honour in good Health. 

Lyſ. You may ſo, tis the better for you, that your 
Reſorters ſtand upon ſound Legs ; how now? whole- 
ſome Impunity have you, that a Man may deal withal, 
and defy the Surgeon ? | | 

Baud. We have one here, Sir, if ſhe would 
But there never came her like in Metaline. 

Lyſ. If ſhe'd do the Deeds of Darkneſs, thou would'ſt 

ſay. 
Baud. Your Honour knows what 'tis to ſay well enough, 
Lyſ. Well, call forth, call forth. 


Boult. For Fleſh and Blood, Sir, white and red, 
ſhall ſee a Roſe, and ſhe were a Roſe indeed, if ſhe 
b 


ut — : 

Lyf. What prithee ? 

Boult. O Sir, I can be modeſt, 

Lyſ. That dignifies the Renown of a Bawd, no leſs 
than it gives a good Report to a number to be chaſte. 


Enter Marina, 


Bawd. Here comes that which grows to the ſtalk, 
Never pluck d yet I can aſſure you. 
Is ſhe not a fair Creature? 

Io. Faith ſhe would ſerve after a long Voyage at Sea. 
Well, there's for you, leave us. | 28 

Bawd, I beſeech your Honour give me leave a Word, 
And II have done preſently. 

Lyſ. I beſeech you do. 

Baud. Firſt, I would have you note, this is an ho- 
nouradle Man, 


C 5 Mar. 
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Mar. I defire to find him ſo, that I may worthily 
note him, 8 F 

Baud. Next, he's the Governor of this Country, and 
a Man whom I am bound to. | 

Mar. If he govern the Country, you are bound to bim 
indeed, but how bonourable he is in that, I know not. 

Bawd. Pray you, without any more virginal fencing, 
_ you uſe him Kindly ? He will line your Apron with 
Mar. What he will do graciouſſy, I will thankfully 


. 


receive. 
I/ Have you done? 

Baud. My Lord, ſhe's not pac'd yet, you muſt take 
ſome pains to work her to your manage; eome, we will 
leave his Honour and her together. Exit Bawd. 
_ Ly/. Now, pretty one, how long have you been at 
this Trade? | 

Mar. What Trade, Sir > | 

Tyſ. Why, I cannot name't but I ſhall offend. 

Mar. I cannot be offended with my Trade. 
Aeaſe you to name it. 
Lyſ. How long have you been of this Profeſſon ? 
Mar. Fer ſince I can remember. '. 

Ey Did you go to't ſo young: were you a Gameſter at 
five or at ſeven? 
- Mar. Earlier too, Sir, if now I be one. 

Eyſ. Why the Houſe you dwellb in, proclaims you to- 
be a Creature of Sale. 

Mar, Do you know this Houſe to be a place of fuch 
reſort, and: will come into it? L hear fay yon are of 


4 honourable Parts, and the Governor of this Place. : 
Ty. Why? hath your Principal made known unto - 


vou who I amm - | 
» Mar. Who is my Principal? 0 | 
Lyſ. Why your Herb-woman, ſhe that ſets Seeds and 
Roots of Shame and Iniquity. O- you have heard ſome- 
thing of my Power, and ſo ſtand aloof for more ſerious 
Wooing ; but I proteſt to thee, pretty one, my Authority 
ſhall not ſee thee; or elſe look friendly upon thee; come 
bring me to ſome private Place, come, come. 1 
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Mar. If you were born to Honour, ſhew it now; 
If put upon you, make the Judgment good 
That thought you worthy of it. | 
Lyſ. How's this? how's this? ſome more, be ſage— 
Mar. For me that am a Maid, tho moſt ungentle 
Fortune have plac'd me in this Sty, 
Where ſince I came, Diſeaſes have been ſold 
Dearer than Phyſick ; O that the Gods 
Would ſet me — from this unhallow'd Place, 
Tho they did change me to the meaneſt Bird 
That flies i'th'purer Air. 
Ly/. I did not think , 
Thou _— _ ſpoke ſo well, I a&er dream'd thou 
could'ſt; 
Had I brought hither a corrupted Mind, 
Thy Speech had alter'd it; hold, here's Gold for thee, 
Perſeyere in that clear way thou goeſt, | 
And the Gods ſtrengthen thee. | 
Mar. The good Gods preferve you. 
Lyſ. For my part, I came with no ill intent, for tome 


The very Doors and Windows ſavour vilely. 


Fare thee well. 
Thou art a piece of Virtue, and I doubt not 
But thy training hath been noble ; 
Hold, here's more Gold for thee. 
A Curſe upon him, die he like a Thief, [me, 
That robs thee of thy Gocdneſs; if thou doſt hear from 
It ſhall be for thy good. 

Bult. I beſeech your Honour, one Piece for me. 

Ly/. Avant thou damn'd Door. keeper, 
Your Houſe, but for this Virgin that doth prop it, 
Would ſink and overwhelm you. Away. Exit. 

Boult. How's this? We muſt take another Courſe 
with you; if your peeviſh Chaſtity, which is not worth 
a Breakfaſt in the OS Country under the Cope, ſhall 
undo a whole Houſhold, let me be gelded like a Spaniel; 
come your ways. 
Mar. Whither would you have me? | 

Boult. I muſt have your Maidenhead taken off, or the- 
common Hangman ſhall execute it; come your wy, 

| we'll 
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we'll have no more Gentlemen driv'n away : come your 


Ways, I ſay. en ** 
| : Enter Bawd. 


Baud. How now, what's the matter* 

Bault, Worſe and worſe, Miſtreſs, the hath here ſpo- 
ken holy words to the Lord Lyſimac hus. 

Bewd. O abominable. | 
Boult. She makes our Profeſſion as it were to ſtink be- 
fore the Face of the Gods. 

Baud. Marry hang her up for ever. 

Boxlt, The Nobleman would have dealt with her like 
a Nobleman, and ſhe ſent him away as cold asa Snow- 
ball; ſaying his Prayers too. . 

Baud. Boult take her away, uſe her at thy Pleaſure, crack 

the Glaſs of her Virginity, and make the reſt malleable, 

Boult, And if ſhe were a thornier Piece of Ground 
than ſhe is, ſhe ſhall be ploughed. 

Mar. Hark, hark, you Gods, | 

Bawd, She conjures, away with her, would ſhe had 


- never come within my Doors, marry hang ybu, ſhe's 


born to undo us, will you not go the way of Women- 


r Marry come up my Diſh of Chaſtity, with Roſe- 


mary and Bays. Exit. 
Boult. Come, Miſtreſs, come your ways with me. 
Mar. Whither would you have me ? 
Bolt. To take from you the Jewel you hold ſo dear. 
© Mar. Prithee tell me one thing firſt, | 
Boult. Come now, your one thing? 
Mar. What can'ſt thou wiſh thine Enemy to be? 
Boult. Why I could wiſh him to be my Maſter, or 
rather my Miltrefs. | | 
Mar, Neither of theſe are yet fo bad as thou art, 
Since they do better thee in their Command; 
Thou hold'f a place, for which the pained'ſt Fiend 


In Hell would not in Reputation change: [comes 
Thon art the damn'd Door-keeper to every Cufherel that 


Enquiring for his Tib. To the cholerick fiſting of every 
Thy Ear is liable, thy Food is ſuch [Rogue 
As hath been belch'd on by inſectious Lungs. 
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Boult. What would you have me do? go to the Wars, 
would you, where a Man may ſerve ſeven Years for the 
loſs of a Leg, and haye not Money enough in the end 
to buy him a wooden one? 


Mar. Do any thing but this thou doſt, a 
Empty old Receptacles, or Common-ſhores of Filth; 


Serve by Indenture to the common Han z 
Any of theſe ways are 1 better than this: 
For what thou profeſſeſt, a Baboon, could he ſpeak, 


Would own a Name too dear: l 

Oh, that the Gods would ſafely deliver me from this Place; 
Here, here's Gold for thee,if that thy Maſter would gain by 
Proclaim that I can ſing, weave, ſow, and dance, ſme, 


With other Virtues, which I'll keep from boaſt, 


And I will undertake all theſe to teach. flars, 

I doubt not but this populous City will yield many Scho- 
Boult. But can you teach all this you ſpeak of? | 
Mar. Prove that I cannot, take me home again, 


And proſtitute me to the baſeſt Groom 


That doth frequent your Houſe. 


Boult. Well, I will ſee what I can do for thee: If I 


can place thee, I will. h 

Mar. But amongſt honeſt Women, 

Boult. Faith my Acquaintance lies little among them; 
but fince my Maſter and Miſtreſs have bought you;there's 
no going but by their conſent : Therefore I will make 
them acquainted with your Purpoſe, and I doubt not but 
I ſhall find them tractable enough. Come, I'll do for 
thee what I can, come your ways. | [Exenst: 


Enter Gower, 


Marina thus the Brothel ſcapes, and chances 
Into an honeft Houſe our Story ſays : 
She ſings like one immortal, and ſhe dances - 
As Goddeſs-like to her admired Lays : 
| Deep Clerks (he dumbs, and with her Needle compoſes 
Nature's own Shape of Bud, Bird, Branch or Berry, 
That even her Art ſiſters the natural Roſes, 
Her Incle, Silk Twine, with the rubied Cherry, 


* 


62 Pai icles, Prince of Tyre. 


| That Pupils lacks ſhe none of noble Race, 
Who pour their Bounty on her, and her Gain 
She yroes the curſed Bawd.. Leave we her place, 
And-to her Father turn our Thoughts again ; 
Where we left him at Sea, tumbled 7 toſt, 
And driv before the Wind, he is arriv'd 
Here where his Daughter dwells, and on this Coaſt 
Suppoſe him now at Anchor: The City ſtriv'd 
Sed Neptune 4nnual Feaſt to keep, 25 whence 
Lyſimachus ar Tyrian Ship eſpies, 
? 255 Banners ſable trim'd with rich Expence, 
And to him in his Barge with fervour byes, 
In your ſuppoſing, once more put your ſight 
Our hewvy Pericles, think this his Bark. 
Where what is done in Attion, more of mig bt 


_ © Shall be diſcover'd, pleaſe you fit and back, < Exit. 
Euter Hellicanus, 10 him two Sailors. 


I Sail. Where is the Lord Hellicanus ? he can reſolve 
O here he is. Sir, there is a. Barge put off from 
” Metaline, and in it is Lyſmachus the Governour, who- 
craves to come aboard; what is your Will? 

Hell. That he have his call up ſome Gentlemen. 

z Sail. Ho, Gentlemen, my Lord calls. 


Enter two or three Gentlemen. 


Aan Sedan, there is ſome of worth would come 
aboard, 1 pray ye greet them fairly. 


Enter Lyſimachus. 


T Sail. Sir, this is the Man that can, in onthe 8 you 
would, reſolve you: 


L „ Hail, reverend Sir, the Gods preſerve you. 


Hell. And you-to out-live the Age I am, and die as I 
would do. 


Lyſ. You with: me well | 
: Being on ſhore, honouring of Naptune's Dass 


Seeing 
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Seeing this goodly Veſlel ride before us, 
1 1 to it, to know of whence you are. 

Hell. Firſt, what is your Place ? ad Ot 

Lyſ. 1 am the Governor of this Place you lie before. . 

Hell. Sir, our Veſſel's of Tyre, in it the King, - 
A Man, who for this three Months hath not ſpoken 
To any one, nor taken Suſtenance 
But to prolong his Grief, 

Ly/. Upon what ground is his Diſtemperance ? 

Hell. It would be too tedious to repeat, but the main 
Grief —_— from the loſs of a beloved Daughter, and 
a Wite, | 

Lyſ. May we not ſee him: 8 . 

Hell. You may, but bootleſs is your ſight, he will not 
ſpeak to any. | 

Ly{. Let me obtain my Wiſh. ES 

Hell. Behold him; this was a goodly Perſon, till the 
Diſaſter that one mortal Wight drove him to this. | 

Lyf. Sir King, all hail, the Gods preſerve you; hall, 
Royal Sir. * x le 

Hell, It is in vain, he will not ſpeak to you. 

Lord. Sir, we have a Maid in Meraline, L durſt wager - 
would win ſome Words from him. 

Lyſ. *Tis well bethought : ſhe, queſtionleſs with her 
ſweet Harmony, and other choſen; Attractions, would 
allure. and make a Battery thro” his defended Parts, which 
now are mid-way ſtopt; ſhe is all happy, as the faireſt 
of all, and her fellow Maids, now upon the leyy ſhel- 
ter that abuts againſt the Iſland· ſide. | 

Hell. Sure al effectleſs, yet nothing we'll, omit that 
bears Recovery's Name. But ſince your Kindneſs we 
have ſtretch'd thus far, Tet us beſeech you, that for our 
Gold we may have Proviſion, wherein we are not deſti- 
tute for want, but weary for the ſtaleneſs.. 

Lyſ. O, Sir, a Courteſy, which if we ſhould deny, 
the moſt juſt God: for every Graff would ſend à Cater- 
piller, and ſo-infli& our Province, yet once more let me 
entreat to know at large the Cauſe of your King's Sorrow. 

Hell, Sir, Sir, * anoens it to you; but ſee, I am 
prevented.. | | 


T: Enter 
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Ly. O here's the Lady that I ſent for. - 
Welcome, Fair One: Is't not a good] ent? 
Hull. She's a'gallant Lady, ? 125 
1 +  Tyſe She's ſuch a one, that were I woll afſur'd, 
Came of a gentle Kind, and noble Stock, 
| I'd wiſh no better Choice, and think me rarely wed. 
Fair, and all Goodneſs that conſifts in Beauty, 
Expect even here, where is a kingly Patient, 
If that thy-proſperous and artificial Fate 
Can draw him = to anſwer thee in ought, 
Thy Sacred Phyſick ſhall receive ſuch Pay, 
As thy Deſires can wiſh. 
| Mar. Sir, I will uſe my uttermoſt Skill in his Recoye- 
ry, provided that none but I and my Companion Maid, 
be ſuffered to come near him. 
| Ly Come, let us leave her, and the Gods make her 
| ous. | | [The Song, 
n 3 Mark 'd he your Muſick ? N 
Mar. No, nor look'd on us. 
L/ See, ſhe will ſpeak to him. 
Mar. Hail, Sir, my Lord, lend ear. 
Her. Hum, ha. | | 
Mar. I am a Maid, my Lord, that ne'er before in- 
vited Eyes, but have been gazed on like a Comet : She 
ſpeaks, my Lord, that, may be, hath endured a Grief 
might w 7" yours, if both were juſtly weighed. Tho 
wayward Fo 


as 
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rtune did malign my State, my Derivation 
was from Anceſtors who ſtood equivalent with mighty 
= Kings ; but time hath rooted out my Parentage, and to 
- the World and aukward Caſualties nd me in ſervi- 
tude; I will deſiſt, but there is fomething glows upon 
my Cheek, and whiſpers in my Ear, Go not till he 
E. | ; 
. My Fortunes, Parentage, good Parentage to e- 
mine: was it not thus! what ſay you ? 
Mar. I ſaid, my Lord, if you did know my Paren- 
tage, you would not do me Violence, = 
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Per. I do think fo, pray you turn your Eyes upon me, 
Vare like ſomething that, what Country-wemen hear 
of theſe Shews ? | | 

Mar, No, nor of any Shews, yet I was mortally 
brought forth, and am no other than I appear. 

Per. I am great with woe, and ſhall deliver weeping : 
My deareſt Wife was like this Maid, and ſuch a one my 
Daughter might have been; My Queen's Square-brows, 
her Stature to an Inch, as wand-like ſtrait, as Silyer- 
yoic'd, her Eyes as Jewel-like, and caſt as richly, in 
pace another Juno. Who ſtarves the Ears ſhe feeds, and 
makes them hungry the more ſhe gives them Speech ; 
where do you live ? 

Mar. Where I am but a Stranger; from the Deck 
you may diſcern the place. 

Per. Where were you bred ? And how atchiey'd you 
theſe Endowments which you make more rich to owe? 

Mar. If 1 ſhould tell my Hiſtory, it would ſeem like 
Lyes diſdain'd in the reporting. 
Per, Prithee ſpeak ; Falſeneſs cannot come from thee, 
for thou lookeſt modeſt as Juſtice, and thou ſeem'ſt a 


Pallas for the crowned Truth to dwell in. 1 will believe 


thee, and make my Senſes credit thy Relation, to Points 
that ſeem impoſlible, for thou look'ſt like one I lov'd 
indeed; what were thy Friends? Didſt thou not ſtay 
when I did puſh thee back; which was when I per- 
ceiy'd thee that thou cam'ſt from good Deſcent, 

Mar. So indeed I did. 

Per. Report thy Parentage, I think thou ſaidſt thou 
hadſt been toſt from Wrong to Injury, and that thou 
— thy Griefs might equal mine, if both were o- 
pened. 

Mar. Some ſuch thing I ſaid, and ſaid no more but 
what my Thoughts did warrant me was likely. 

Per, Tell thy Story, if thine conſidered prove the thou- 
ſandth Part of my Endurance, thou art a Man, and I have 
ſuffered like a Girl; yet thou doſt look like Patience, ga- 
zing on King's Graves, and ſmiling Extremity out of act. 
What yere thy Friends? bow loſt thou thy Name, my 
moſt kind Virgin? recount, I do beſeech thee, come fit 
by me, Mar. 


— — 


. © Mar. My Mother was the Daughter of a King, who 
died the Minute 1 was born, as my good Nurſe Lycho- 


E theſe Parts? where were you bred ? | 
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Mar. My Name is Marina, . well 
Per. Oh I am mock'd, and thou ſome incenſed 
God ſent hither to make the World to laugh at me. 
Aar. Patience, good Sir, or here I'll ceaſe. 
Per. Nay, I' be patient, thou little know'ſt how 
doſt ſtartle me to call thy ſelf Mariam. 
Aar. The Name was given me by one that had ſome 
Power, my Father and a King, 
Per. How, a King's Daughter, and call'd Marina? 
Mar. You ſaid yon would believe me, but not to be 
a trouble of your Peace, I will end here. 
Per. But are you Fleſh and Blood ? 


Have you a working Pulſe, and are no Fairy ? 


Motion? well, ſpeak on, where were you born? 


And wherefore call'd Marina ? 


Mar. Call'd Marina, for I was born at Sea. 
Per. At Sea? who was thy Mother ? 


rida bath' oft delivered weeping, | 
Per. O ſtop there a little, this is the rareſt Dream 


That &er dull Sleep did mock ſad Fools withal: 


This cannot be my Daughter, buried ! well, where 
were yon bred? I'll here you more to the bottom of 
your Story, and never interrupt you. Ge ak 
Mar. You ſcorn, believe me 'twere beſt I did give 
o'er. 
Per, I will believe you by the Syllable of what you 
ſhall deliver ;/ yet give me leave, how, came you in 


Mar, The King, my Father, did in Tharſus leave m 
Till cruel Cleon, with his wicked Wife, 

Did feek'to murder me: And having woed a Villain 
To attempt it, who having drawn to do't, 


| A Crew of Pirates came and reſcu'd me, 


Brought me to Metaline. 
But, good Sir, whither will you have me? why do you 
faith, I am the Daughter to King Pericles, if good 
Pc 


Per. | 


[ 
| 


Pericles, Prince of 
Par. Ho, Hellicanus ? 
Hell. Calls my Lord? | 
Per. Thou art a grave and noble Counſellor, 
Moſt wiſe in general, tell me, if thou canſt, what this 
Maid is, ) | . | 
Or what is like to be, that thus hath made me weep? 
Hell. I kgow not, but here's the Regent, Sir, of Me- 
taline, ſpeaks nobly ot her. 
Lyſ. She never would tell her Parentage. 
Being demanded that, ſhe would fit ſtill and weep. _ 
Per. Oh Hellicanus, ſtrike me, honoured Sir, give mea 
gaſh, put me to preſent Pain, left this great Sea of Joys 
ruſhing upon me, o'er-bear the Shores of my Mortality 
and drown me with their ſweetnefs : O come hither. 
Thou that beget'ſt him that did thee beget, 
Thou that. waſt born at Sea, buried at Tharſws, - 
And found at Sea again: O Hellicanus, La 
Down on thy Knees, thank the holy Gods, as loud + 
As Thunder threatens us; this is Marina. 
What was thy Mother's Names tell me but that, 
For Truth can never be confirm'd enough, 
Tho Doubts did ever ſleep. | 
Mar. Firſt, Sir, I pray, what is your Title? 
Per, I am Pericles of Tyre; but tell me now my 
Drown'd Queen's Name, as in the reſt you ſaid, 
Thou haſt been God-like perfect, the Heir of Kingdoms, 
And another like to Pericles thy Father. 4671 
Mar. Is it not more to be youre Daughter, than to 
fay, my Mother's Name is Thaiſa ? Thaiſa was my 
Mother, who did end the Minute 1 b 6 © 
Per. Now Bleſſing on thee, riſe, thou art my Child. 
Give me freſh Garments, mine own Hellicanus ; ſhe is 
not dead at Tharſus, as ſhe ſhould have been by ſavage 
Cleon, ſhe ſhall tell thee all, when thou ſhalt kneel and 
_ in Knowledge, ſhe is thy very Princeſs. Who 
is this ? | 
Hell. Sir, *tis the Governor of Metaline, who hearing 
of your Melancholy, did come to ſee you. 
Per. I embrace you; give me my Robes; | 
I am wild in my beholding. Oh Heay'n bleſs. my * 
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But bark! what Muſick's this, Hellicanus ? my Marina, 
Tell him o'er Point by Point, for yet he ſeems to doat, 
= How ſure you are my Daughter; but where's this Muſick ? 
al. My Lord, 1 hear none. 
= . Per. None? The Muſick of the here litt, my Marina. 
f. It is not good to croſs him, give him way. 
Per. Rareſt Sounds, do ye not hear? 0 
Zy. Muſick, my Lord, I hear. 
Per. Moſt heav'nly Muſick, 
Tt nips me unto liſtning, and thick Slumber 
Hangs upon mine Eyes; let me reſt. 
Ly/. A Pillow for his Head, ſo leave him all. 
Well my Companion Friends, if this but e to my 
juſt belief, * well remember you. 


n ÿͥ isn te 
ACT V. SCENE I. 


Diana * to Pericles aſleep. 


Y Temple ſtands in Epheſus, hie thee thither, 
And do upon mine Altar facrifice. 
There, when my Maiden Prieſts are met together, 
Before all the People reveal 
How thou at Sea didſt loſe thy Wife 

Fo mourn thy Croſſes with thy Daughters call, 

And give them Repitition to the like: 

Or perform my bidding, or thou liveſt in woe: 
Do't, and happy by my ſilver Bow z 

e, Cele) — | 

Per Dian, e Argentine, 

1 will = thee. Hellicanus. 


Enter Lyſimachus. 


| Per. My Purpoſe was for Tharſus, there to firike 
The inhoſpitable Cleon, but I am for other Service firſt, 
Toward —— blown Sails, —＋ 
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Efiſoons I'll tell why. Shall we refreſh us, Sir, u 
your Shore, and give you Gold for ſuch Þ Provilior as 
our Intents will need ? 

Lyſ. Sir, with all my Heart, and when you come a+ 
hace I have another ſlight, 

Per, You ſhall prevail, were it to woe my IR 
For it ſeems you have been noble towards her. 

Lyſ. Sir, lend me your Arm. 

Per. Come, my Marina, [Exeunt, 


Enter Gower. 


Now our Sands are almoſt run, 

More à little, and then done. 

This my laſt Boon give me, 

For ſuch kindneſs muſt relieve me : 

That you aptly will ſuppoſe, 

What Pageantry, what Feats, what Shots, 

What Minſtre 7 what pretty din, 

The Regent made in Metalin, 

To greet the King; ſo he thriv'd, 

That he is promis d to be viv d 

To fair Marina, but in no wiſe, 

Till he had done his Sacrifice. 

As Dian bad ; whereto being bound, 

The interim pray you all confound. 

In feat her d g Sails are fl d, 

And wiſhes fall out as they re will d. a 

At Epheſus the Temple ſee, 

Oar King, and all his Company. 

That be & en hither come ſo ſoon, | 
I by your Fancy's thankful doors. Exit. 


Enter Pericles, Lyſimachus, Hellicanus, Marina, Thaifa | 
Cerymon, and others. | | 


Per. Hail Dian, to perform thy juſt command. | 
I here confeſs my ſelf the King Ty, 6d wed | 
Who frighted from my Coun | | 
At Pentapolis, the fair I. baiſa, ) = 


— 
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Au Sea in Child-bed died ſhe, but brought forth 

A Maid - child called Mariza ; who, O Goddeſs, 

Wears yet thy Silver Livery. She at Tharſus 

Was nurs'd-with Cleoz, who at fourteen Years 

He ſought to murder, but her better Stars 

Brought her to Meraline, gainſt whoſe Shore riding, 
Fortunes brought the Maid aboard to us, 

Where by 2 own moſt clear remembrance, ſhe 

Made known her ſelf my Daughter. 

Thai. Voice and Fayour ! You are, you are, O Royal 
Pericles. [She faints away, 

Per. What means the Woman? ſhe dies! hel p: Gen- 
tlemen. 

Cer, If you have told Diana's Altar true, 

This is your Wife. | 

Per. Reverend Appearer, no, 1 threw her over · board 
with theſe very Arms. 

Cer. Upon this Coaſt, 1 warrant you. 

Per. Tis moſt certain. 

Cer. Look to the Lady; O ſhe's but over. en soy d. 
Early in bluſt' ring morn, this Lady was thrown upon 
this Shore: I open'd the Coffin, found theſe rich Jewels, 
recoyer'd her, and plac'd her here in Diana's Temple. 

Per. May we ſee them? 

Cer. Great Sir, they ſhall be brought you to my Houſe, 
whither I invite ot look, Thaiſa is recovered, 

Thai. O let me look; if he be none of mine, 

My Sanity will to my Senſe bend no licentious Ear, 
But curb in ſpight of ſeeing : ihe 
O my Lord, are you not Pericles ? 

Like him you ſpeak, like him yu we: 

Di you not name a Tempeſt, a Birth, and Death? 

Per. The Voice of dead Thaiſa. 

Thai. That Thaiſa am I, ſuppoſed dead and drown'd. 

Per. Immortal / 5 

Thai. Now I know you better, 

When we with Tears parted Penrapolis, 
The King, my Father, gave you ſuch a Ring. 

Per. This, this, no more, you Gods; 


Your preſent Kindneſs makes my paſt Miſeries _—— 
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You ſhall do well, that on the touching of her Lips, 
I may melt, and no more be ſeen; 
O come, be buried a ſecond time within theſe Arms. 
Mar. My Heart leaps to be gone into my Mother's 
Boſom. | | 1 
Per. Look who kneels here, Fleſh of thy Fleſh, Thaiſa, 
Thy Burden at the Sea, and call'd Marina, | 
For ſhe was yielded there. 
Thai, Bleſt, and mine own, 
Hell, Hail, Madam, and my Queen. 
Thai. I know you not. ; 
Per. You have heard me ſay when I did fly from Tyre, 
I left behind an antient Subſtitute ; 
Can you remember what I call'd the Man? 
I have nam'd him oft. = 
Thai. Twas Hellicanus then. 
Per. Still Confirmation, 
Embrace him dear Thai/a, this is be; 
Now do I long to hear how you were found ; 
How poſſibly preſerved z and who to thank, 
Beſides the Gods, for chis great Miracle. | ® 
Thai. Lord Cerymon, my Lord, this Man, thro* whom 
The Gods have ſhewn their Power, that can from firſt 
To laſt refolve you. 
Per. Reverend Sir, 
The Gods can have no mortal Officer 
More like a God than you, 
Will you deliver how this dead Queen re-lives ? | © 
Cer. I will, my Lord; beſeech you firſt go with me 
Unto my Houſe, where ſhall be-ſhewn you all 
Was found with her; | 
How ſhe came plac'd here in the Temple, 
No needful thing omitted, , 
Per, Pure Dian / bleſs thee for thy Viſion, 
I will offer Night Oblations to thee. 
Thaiſa, this Prince, the fair betroth'd of your Daughter, 
Shall marry at Pentapolis, + 
And now this Ornament that makes me look diſmal, 
Will I clip to form, | . 
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And what this fourteen Years no Razor touch'd, 
To grace thy Marriage-day, I'll beautify, 
at, Lord C mon hath Letters of good Credit, 
Sir, my Father's dead. | 
Per. Heav'ns make a Star of him; yet here, my Queen, 
Well celebrate their Nuptials, and our ſelves 
Will in that Kingdom ſpend our following Days; 
Our Son and Daughter ſhall in Tyrus reign. 
Lord Cerymon, we do our longing ſtay, 
To hear the reſt untold, Sir, lead's the way. [Ex. omni 


Enter Gower. 


in Antiochus and his Daughter, you have heard 


Of monſtrous Luſt, the due and juſt Reward : 
In Pericles, his Queen and Daughter, ſeen, 
Altho aſſail'd with Fortunes fierce aud keen, 
Virtue preferr'd from fell Deſtruction's blaſt, 
Ted on by Heav'n, and crown'd with Joy at laft, 
In Hellicanus may you well deſery, 
A Figure of Truth, ef Faith, of Loyalty : 
In reverend Cerymon there well appears, 
The worth that learned Charity aye wears. 
For wicked Cleon and his Wife, when Fame 
Had ſpread their curſed Deed, and honour'd Name 
Of Pericles, to rage the City turn, 
That him and his, they in his Palace burn. 


| The Gods for Murder ſeemed ſo content, 


To puniſh, altho not done, but meant. 
4 on your Patiences ever more attending, 
New Joy wait on you ; here our Play hath ending. 
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Dramatis Per ſonæ. 
AR. Flowerdale, 4 Merchant, trading at Venice. 
Matthew Flowerdale, his Prodigal Son, 
Mr. Flowerdale, Brother to the Merchant. 
Sir Lancelot Spurcock, of Lewſome in Kent. 


Su Arthur Greenſhood, 4 Commander, ) in Love 


© Oliver, 4 Corniſh Clonbur, 8 with Luce. 
Weathercock, -4 Paraſite to Sir Lancelot Spurcock. 
Tom Civet, in Love with Frances. 
Daffidil, | a 
. 33 Sir Lancelot Spurcock, 
Dick and Ralph, o Cheating Gameſters. 
Ruffin, a Pander to Miſtreſs Apricock, a Baud. 


5 Luce, | 

p Delia 8 

— 1 - 
42] — , Z . 

© | Sheriff and oe, 


A Citizen and his Wife. 
Drawers. | 


Daughters to Sir Lancelot Spurcock. 
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ACT I SCENE I. 


Exter Flowerdale the Merchant, and his Brother; 


FATHER. 


ROTHER, from Venice, being thus 
diſguis'd, 

I come to prove the Humours 'of my 
SON 2 

How hath he born himſelf ſince my 
departure, 


I leaving you his Patron and his Guide ? 

Unc, Pfaith, Brother, ſo as you will grieve to bear, 
And 1 almoſt aſhamed to report it. 

Fath. Why how is't Brother? What, doth he ſpend 
Beyond the allowance I left him? 

Unc, How ! be yond that? and far more: why, your 
Exhibition is nothin he hath ſpent that, and ſince hath 
borrow'd, proteſted with Outs, * Kindred to 

wring 
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wring Mony from me, the Love I bore his Father, 
by the Fortunes might fall upon himſelf, to furniſh his 
Wants: That done, I have had ſince his his 
Friend and Friends Bond; altho I know that he ſpends is 
yours, yet it grieves me to ſee the unbridled Wildneſs 
that reigns over him. = EX 1 
Farb. Brother, what is the manner of his Life? how 
is the Name of his Offences? if they do. not reliſh al- 
together of Damnation, his Youth may privilege his 
Wantonneſs: 1 my ſelf ran an unbridled Courſe till 
thirty, nay, almoſt till forty ; well, you ſee how I am; 
For Vice once looked into with the Eyes of Diſcretion, 
and well ballanced with the weights of Reaſon, the 
Courſe paſt ſeems ſo abominable, that the Landlord of 
himſelf, which is the Heart of his Body,. will.rather in- 
tomb himſelf in the Earth, or ſeek a new Tenant to re- 
main in him, which once ſettled, how much better are 
they that in their Youth have known all theſe Vices, 
and left em, than thoſe that knew little, and in their 
Age run into em? Believe me, Brother, they that die 
moſt yirtuous, have in their Youth liv'd moſt vicious; 
and none knows the Danger of the Fire more than he 
that falls into it : But ſay, how is the Courſe of his 
Life ? let's hear his Particulars. | 

Unc. Why III tell you, Brother, he is a continual 
Swearer, and a breaker of. his Oaths, which is bad. 

| Fath, I grant indeed to ſwear is bad, but not in keep- 
ing thoſe: Oaths is better; for who will ſet by a bad 
thing ? Nay, by my Faith, I hold this rather a Virtue 
than a Vice. Well, I pray proceed. 

Unc, He is a mighty Brawler, and comes commonly 
by the worſt. | | 

Fath. By my Faith this is none of the worſt neither, 
for if he brawl and be beaten for it, it will in time make 
him ſhun it : For what beings s Man or Child more to 
Virtue than Correction? What reigns over him elſe ? 


Unc. He is a great Drinker, and one that will forget 
bimſelf. 
Fath. O beſt of all; Vice ſhould be forgotten: let 


him drink on, ſo he drink not Churches. Nay, re: 
this 


3 
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this be the worſt, I hold it rather Happineſs in him, 
than any Iniquity. Hath he any more Attendants? 
Unc. Brother, he is one that will borrow of any Man. 
- Fath.. Why you ſee ſo doth the Sea, it borrows of all 
the ſmall Currents in the World to increaſe himſelf. 
Unc. Ay, but the Sea pays it again, and fo will never 
your Son. 
 Fath. No more would the Sea neither, if i it were as 
1 dry as my Son, 
Une. Then, Brother, I ſee you rather like theſe Viteo 
in your Son, than any way condemn them. 
N Fath. Nay miſtake me not, Brother; for tho I flur 
c them over now, as things flight and nothing, his Crimes 
being in the Bud, it would gall my Heart they ſhould 
eyer reign in him. 
gt Flow. Ho? who's within ho? 2 
Flowerdale knocks within 
Unc. That's your Son, he is come to borrow more 
Money. 
A Farb. For God's ſake give it out TE am dead, 
* See how he'll take it. 
Say I have brought you News from his Father, 
I have bere drawn a formal Will, as it were from m 
Which I'll deliver him. | 2 
Unc. Go to, Brother, no more : I will. 
Flow, Uncle, where are you, Uncle? (Within, 
Unc, Let my Couſin in there. 
Fath, I am a Sailor come ous Venice, and my Name 
1s A . 


Enter Flowerdale. 


Flow, By the Lond, in truth, Uncle, 
Unc, In truth would a ſery'd, Couſin, without the 


Lord, 


Flow. By your leave, Unde, the Lord is the Lord of 
Truth, A couple of Raſcals at the Gate, ſet upon me 
for.my Purſe. 


(7s You never come, bur you bring a bal in your 
5 5p 3 | Flow 


* 
* * 1 
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Flow. By my Truth, Uncle, you muſt needs lend 
me ten Pound. * 

_ Unc. Give my Couſin ſome ſmall Beer here. 
.- Flow. Nay look you, you turn it to a Jeſt now; by 
this Light, 1 ſhould ride to Croydon Fair, to meet Sir 
Lancelot Spurcock ; I ſhould have his Daughter Luce, and 
for ſcuryy ten Pound, a Man ſhall loſe nine hundred 
threeſcore and odd Pounds, and a daily Friend beſide : 
by this Hand, Uncle, 'tis true. | % "x 

_ Unc. Why, any thing is true for ought I know. 

Flaw, To ſee now z, why you have -my Bond, 

Uncle, Tom. White's, James Brock's, or Nick Hall's; as 
pood Rapier and Dagger Men, as any be in England; 
et's be damn'd if we do not pay you ; the worſt of us 
all will not damn our ſelyes for ten Pound. A pox of 


ten Pound, | R 
Duc. Couſin, this is not the firſt time I have beliey'd 
Jou. 27 


Flow. Why truſt me now, you know not what may 
fall; if one thing were but true. 1 would not greatly 
care, I ſhould not need ten Pound; but when a Man 
cannot be believ d, there's it. ; 
. Unc. Why what is it, Couſin? 
- Flow. Marry this, Uncle, can you tell me if the K# 
tern Hue be come home or no? 5 
Duc, Ay marry is't. < 
Flow. By Gad I thank. you for that News. 
What, is't in the Pool can you tell? | 

Unc. It is, what of that? NA 4 

Flow, What? why then I have fix Pieces of Velvet 
ſent me, 1'Il give yau a Piece, Uncle: For thus ſaid the 
Letter, a Piece of Aſh-colour, a three pil'd black, a co- 
Jour'd Deroy, a Crimſon, a ſad Green, and a Purple: 
Yes i'faith. _ | | 

Unc. From whom ſhould you receive this ? 
Flu From who * why from my Father; with Com- 
mendations to you, Uncle, and thus he writes; I know, 
faith he, thou haſt much troubled thy kind Uncle, whom, 
God willing, at my return I will ſes amply ſatisfy'd ; am- 
Ply, I remember, was the very word; ſo God _— 
went 7 $ $1 Ac. 
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Unc. Have you the Letter here ? 
Flow. Yes, I have the Letter here, here is the Letter: 


No, yes, no, let me ſee, what Breeches wore I on Sarur- 


day: Let me ſee, a Tueſday, my Calamanka; a Wedneſ- 


day, my Peach-colour Sattin, a Thurſday my Vellure, a 


Friday my Calamanka again, a Saturday, let me ſee, a 
Saturday, for in thoſe Breeches I wore a Saturday is the 


Letter: O my riding Breeches, Uncle, thoſe that you 


thought had been Velvet, in thoſe very Breeches is the 
Letter, | | 

Unc. When ſhould it be dated? 

Flow, Marry, Didiſſimo terſios Septembris, no, no, tri 
diſſtmo tertio Octobris, ay Oftobris, ſo it is. | 
Unc. Dicditimo terſios Oftobris : And here receive Ia 
Letter that your Father died in Jane: How ſay you, 
Keſter ? | , 

4 Yes truly Sir, your Father is dead; theſe Hands 
of mine holp to wind him. 

Flow. Dead? 

Farb. A I Sir, dead. q | | 

Flow. Shiood, how ſhould my Father come dead? 

Fath, I, faith Sir, according to the old Proverb, 
The Child was born, and-cried, became Man, 
After fell ſick, and died. | | 

Unc. Nay, Couſin, do not take it ſo heavily. 

Flow. Nay, I cannot weep you extempory z marry, 
ſome two or three Days hence 1 ſhall weep without any 
ſtintance, But I hope-he died in good Memory, | 

Fath, Very well, Sir, and ſet down every thing in 
good order; and the Katherine and Hue you talk'd of, I 
came over in; and I ſaw all the Bills of Lading, and the 
Velvet you talk'd of, there is no ſuch aboard. 

We By Gad, 1 aſſure you, then there's Knayery 
abroad. 

Fath, V'Il be ſworn of that: there's Knavery abroad, 
altho there was never a Piece of Velvet in Venice. 

Flow, I hope he died in good Eſtate. | 

Fath.” To the report of the World he did, and made 
his Will, of which I am an unworthy Bearer. 

Flow, His Will, have you his Will? '-- 

D 4 Fath, 


th 
| 
| 
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Fath. Yes, Sir, and in the preſence of your Uncle 1 
was willed to deliver it. 
+ "Unc. I hope, Couſin, now God hath bleſſed you with 
- Wealth; you will not be unmindful of me. 
Flew. I'II do reaſon, Uncle; yer t faith I take the de- 
nial of this ten Pound very hardly. Ae 
Unc. Nay, 1 deny'd you not. 
Flow, By Gad you deny'd me directly. 
nc. ll be judg'd by this good Fellow. 
Fath. Not directly, Sir. 
Flow. Why, he Gig he would lend me none, and 
that had wont to be a direct denial, if the old Phraſe 
hold: Well Uncle, come we'll fall to the Legacies, in 
the Name of God, Amen. Fur 
Tem," bequeath to my Brother Flowerdale, three 
hundred Pounds, to pay ſuch trivial Debts as I owe in 
London. 1 4 BH. 

Item, To my Son Mart. Flowerdale, I bequeath two 
Bail of falſe Dice, videlicet, high Men and low Men, Ful. 
lomes, ſtop Cater Traies, and other Bones of Function. 

: Flow; /'Sblood; what doth he mean by this? 
uc. Proceed, Couſin. 1 

Flow. Theſe Precepts I leave him, Let him borrow of 
his Oath, for of his Word no body will truſt him. Let 
him by no means marry an honeſt Woman, for the other 


will keep herſelf. Let him ſteal as much as he can, that 
a guilty Conſcience may bring him to his deſtinate Re. 


ntance: I think he means Hanging. And this were 
hit laſt Will and Teſtamemt, the Devil ſtood laughing at 
his Bed's feet while he made it. Sblood, what doth be 


- © + thinkto fop off his Poſterity with Paradoxes ? 


Fath. This he made, Sir, with his own Hands. 
Flow. Ay, well, nay come, good Uncle, let me have 
this ten Pound: imagine you have loſt it, or robb'd of 
it, or miſreckon'd/yourſelf ſo much; any way to make 


it come eaſily off, good Uncle, 


Unc. Not a penny. it ek 134 
Path. Vfaith lend it him, Sir, I my ſelf have an Eſtate 
in the City worth twenty Pound, all that I'll ingage fo 
him; he faith it concerns him in a Marriage. 1 
r 8 4 
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Flow. Ay marry doth it; this: is a Fellow ol ſome 
ſenſe, this: Come, good Uncle. Yo xt : 


Once Will you ugite bong portant rie 7. 


Fath. KR) will; Sir | 
Unc. Well, noms wean hour hve, you 
12 have it ready. f F L 

* Unc. You ſhall not, come 6r foul; 6 
: Flows! Nay: I'll come my-felf; 1 oo . 

Fatib. By my troth, would I were your: Worſtip's 5 Man. 

Flotv. What? would'& thou ſetve ?: NU 
Farb. Very willingly, Sir.... 

Hau. Why FIL tell thee what hou ſhak do; . fay'ft 
thou haſt twenty Pound; go into! Birchin-Lane, put thy = 
ſelf i into Clothes, thou ſhalt ride with me to — Fair. 

' Fath, I thank you, Sit, I. will attend you. VN 


How. Well, Uncle, you will not fail me an Hourhenes 


Unc. 1 will not, Coulin, 2 tit om 

' "Flow, What's thy Name? A. 'S 

: Fath. Ay, Sn Lb 1 137 Leue 

Flow. Well, provide thy ſaf: Uncle firewel cllapod. 
[Exit Flowerdale, 

Unc, Brother, how do. you like your Son? 

Fath, I'faith Brother, like a mad unbridled Col, 
Or as a Hawk, that never ſtoop'd to lure 11h 
The one muſt be tamed with an Iron Bit, 1 
The other muſt be wateh'd, or ſtill ſhe ls wilck. | 
Snch is my Son, a while let him be ſa; 7 _ 
For [Counſel fill is Folly's deadly. Poe. 75 Wy 

I'll ſerve his Youth, fos Youth' muſt have his codnfers 
For being reſtrain d it makes him ten times worſe e 
His Pride, his Riot, all that may be nam'd, hie 
Time may recal, and * his Madneſs rand. [Exam 


Enter Sir Lancdee, 17 Weathercoek, Dea, Ani 
e 3?) Rn inn > ear 


Jad. Fry Articleeky get you. home. defores, 
And as you. pray'd your: ſelf a Calf in buying, 
57 5 home your „ have — 
Art, 
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Art. Tes, farſooth;' mall not my Fellow Daffdil go 
along with me? Ahn Vo T LOS 2 Ni: Sl. 
Lan. No, Sir, no, I muſt have one to wait an me. 
Art. Daffidil, farewel, good Fellow Daſidll. 
You may ſee, Miſtreſs, I am ſev up by the halves, 
Inſtead of waiting on you, I am ſent to drive homeCalves, 
Tanc. I'faith, Frank, I muſt turn away this-Daffidil, 
He's grown a very'fooliſh Fellow. 
Fran, Indeed- law, Father, he was ſoſince T had him: 
Defure he was wiſe enough for a faoliſh' Serviug- man. 
Meat h. But what fay you to me, Sir Lancelot? 
Lane. O, about my Daughters, well, I will go forward: 
Here's wwo. of them, God fave them; but the third, 


©. ſhe's a Stran is her courſe of Life, WI 


She hath refuſed you, Maſter Weatherceck. - 
Weath. Ay by the Rood, Sir Lancelot, that ſhe hath ; 
but had ſhe try'd me, ſhe ſhould have found a Man of 
me indeed, IMO . « or 1 xv, 
Lanc, Nay, be not angry, Sir, at her denial, ſhe hath 
refus'd ſeven of the worſhipfull'ſt, and wortiiieſt Houſe- 
_— this day in Kent : indeed ſhe will not. marry, 


ſuppoſe. 
Weath. The more Fool :ſbe.o 1 ae 
Lanc. What, is it Folly to love ty 2 
Math. No, miſtake me not, Sir. Lancelor, 
But *tis an old Proverb, and you know it well, 
That Women dying Maids, lead Apes in Hell. 
Lanc. That's a fooliſh Proverb and a falſe. [go! 
Meat. By the Maſs,” I think it be, and therefore let i 


tt... FLY aa « aa «« 


Bur who all marry with 'Miſtreſs Eruncei ? | 
2 my troth they are talking of marrying me, | 
Si er. n e 9 - 


Luce. Peace, let them talk? 
Fools may have leave to prattle as they walk. 1 
Da Sontences ſtill, ſweet Miſtreſs,” > 

You have a Wii, and lere bur Alablaſter. 


Luce, I'faith and thy Tongue trips trench more. 
Lane: No, af my K nighthood, not @'Suitor yet; 
Alas, God help her, ſilly Girl; a Fool, a very Fool; 


She 


Bat there's the ocher black Brows, a ſhrewd Girl, 


k --. 


"it 


0 


Civ. Soul, I think I am croſſed fure, or witch'd wich 


before, 


. Cv. Why then the whole. 


Civ. What's her Name, Sir; 


Daughter, 
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She hath Wit at Will, and Suitors two or three; 
Sir Arthur Greenſhood one, a gallant Knight, 
A valiant Soldier, but his Power but 
Then there's young Oliver, the Devonſhire Lad, 
A wary Fellow, marry, full of Wit, | 
And rich by the Rood , but there's a third all Air, | 
Light as a Feather, changing as the Wind: | 
Young Flowerdale. © 
Weath. O he, Sir, he's a deſperate Dick indeed 2 : 
Bar him your Houſe. 
Lanc. Fie, not ſo, he's of good Parentage. 
22 By my fay and ſo he is, and a proper Man. 
— proper enough, had he Te per 
marry, there's the . Sir — 
For 7 8 4 old ſaying, i f 
Be he rich, or be he poor, | 
Be be high, or be he low, 
Be he born in Barn'or Hall, 
'Tis Manners makes the Man and all. 
Lanc. You are in the right, Maſter Weathercock 


Enter Monſieur Civet. 


an Owl; I have haunted them, Inn after Inn, Booth 
after Booth, yet cannot find them ; ha, yonder they 
are, that's lhe: I hope to God 'tis ſhe; nay I know dis 
ſhe now, for ſhe treads her Shoe a little awry. 
Lanc. Where is this Inn? We are paſt it, Daffid#. 
Daf. The good Sign is here, Sir, bur the black Gate is 


Civ. gave yo, SL pay map ice. 
word with you ? En, 
Daf. No pieces, Sir. | 2 


I pray, Sir, what may yonder ae ee be? 
Daf. They may be Ladies, Sir, K the Deſtinies and 


Daf. Miſtreſs Frances Spurcoch, sir Eno — 


Civ. 


8 Te en 2 


87, K lle a Maid, Sir? e 5 
Daf. may ask Pluto, and Dame prima tha: 
I would be Toth to be ridled, Sir. 


Civ. Is ſhe: married I mean, Sir? 
Daf. The Fates know not yet what thowdaker ſhall 
make her Wedding Shoes. | 
Civ. I pray where Inn you, Sir? I would be yery glad 
to beſtow the Wine of that Gentlewoman.. | 
Nag At the George, Sir. 
Civ. God fave you, Sir. al {N27 450 * 
Daf. I. pray your Name, vic? © * v4 914 ; 
iv. My Name is Maſter Civer, "IP: 
| Daf. A ſweet n. God be with you, good Maſter 
Civat. | | Exit Civet, 
Lanc. A, have we f py'd you ou ſtout St. George? 
For all your Dragon, you belt ſell's good Wine, 
That needs no Ivy-buſh: well, we'll not fic by i it, 
As you do on your Horſe, this Room ſhall. ſerve ; 
Drawer, let me have Sack for us old Menn; 
For theſe Girls and Knaves ſmall Wines are beſt. 
A Pint of Sack, no more. 
Drau. A Quatt of Sack in the three Tuns. 
Lan. A Pint, pf but a Pint. Dafſidil, 
Call for Wine to make your ſelves drink. _ 
Fran. Ra Cup o ſmall Beer, and a Cake, good 


D 
Enter young plomerdale: ...._ 1 
W aug fitin e now good 
es, and my kind Friend, wor Maſter Wea- 
ahercock. What at your Pint ? a Quart or ſhame. 
Lene. Nay, Roy er, by your leave we will away: 
Come, pive's ſome Muſick, we'll go Dance x 
Be gone, Sir Zancelot, what, and Fair day too? 
Lure. Twere foully done, to dance within the Fair, 
Fla. Way. if you ſay ſo, faireſt of all Fairs, then 
Tu not dance ; a Fox upon my Taylor, he hath ſpoil'd 
me a Peach- colour Sattin Suit, cut upon Cloth of Sil- 
=» 2 — # ever ** Ae ſerre me ſuch * 
ric. IL ll be ve, faith, to put me in the 
Calender of Fools, and you, and you, . and 


2 "- 
| * <4 * 


all 


ter 
et. 


| vans Drawer? 
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Maſter Weathercock, my Goldſmith too on Yother ſide, 
I beſpoke thee, Luce, à Carkenet of Gold, and tho 


thou ſhouldſt a-had it fora Fairing, and the Rogue: 
me in Rerages for Orient Pearl : but thou 1 — it 


by Sunday Night, Wench. 


Enter the Drawer. 


Draw. Sir, here is one that bath ſent you A bote 
of Rheniſh Wine, ores gore een 1 720 
Flow. To me? 
Draw. No, Sir, to the Knight; and deſires his more 
Acquaintance,'” & + 7 * 
Lanc. To me? what's be that proves fo kind? 
Daf. I have a trick to know his Name, Sir; be bath 
a Month's Mind here to 3 Frances, his n. is 
Maſter Cibet. 
Lanc. Call him in, Daffdil. TING off 
Flow," O, I know him, Sit, he is a Fool, bar reaſo- 


nably rich: his Father was one of theſe Leafe-mongers, 


theſe Corn-mongers, theſe Money-mongers, but he. ne- 
ver had the Wit ger a Whore-monger. | | | 


, 2 
£0 * 5 


Enter Maſter Civet. 


Tanc. I u, Sir, you are at too much charge. 
Q uv. —— — Sir, I thank deze, 
Father left me wherewithal ; if it pleaſe you, Sir, 1 — 
a great mind to this Gentlewoman 1 in. abe way of 
Marriage. 

Lanc. I thank you, Sir: pleaſe you to come to 
ſome, to my poor Houſe, you ſhall be kindly welcome: 
I knew your Father, he was a wary Husband. To pay 


- Draw. All is paid, Sir; this Gendeman hath pad alk | 
Lanc, I'faith you do us wrong, 

But we ſhall live to make amends ere dong: a 

11 Flowerdale, is that your Man? att 6 ei H 
* Flow. Yes faith, a old Knave. 
ws Nay Rib, goal ol Kor | 


\ 
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Now you take ſuch a Servant: 
Come, you'll ride with us to Leu /ame, ben 5 away; 


:?Tis ſcarce two Hours to the end of Day. lun. 


4 2. 14 


Enter Sir — Greenſhaod, Oliver, Licasewant, | 
and Soldiers. 


Areb. Lieutenant, lead your Soldiers to the Shi ps, 
There let them have their Coats, at their arrival 
They ſhall-have pay; fargwel, lock to. your Charge. 
Sol. Ay, we are now ſent ay, and cannot ſo much 
as ſpeak with our Friends. 
l. No Man what ere you uſed a zutch-a Faſhion, 
thick you cannot take your _ of your vreens. 
-4rth. Fellow, no more. Lieutenant, lead them off. 
l. Well, if I have not my Pay and m 885 
J'll venture a running away, tho I hang 
— Away, Sirrah, charm your Tongue, A 
Jaun £ 2 aun Ar, 
3 Zin gov a Prefar, ir! { 19 
Anil. n Sir, under the King. 
Oli. Sfoot, Man, and you be ne er zutch a Commander, 


. Shud a-ſpoke with my Vreens before I chid a- gone, ſo ſhud. 


Arth. Content your felf, Man, my Authority will 
ſtretch to preſs ſo good a Man as you. 
Oli. Prefs me I devy ; preſs Scoundrels, and thy Meſ- 


feels: Prefs me, chee ſcorns thee i faith: For ſeeſt thee, 


e ee T e ans. capt 
[fed by the. 


gs Weathereock, —— « old 


| Flowerdale, Luce and Frank. 


Lanc. Sir Arthur, welcome to Lewſome, welcome by 
* Troth. What's the matter Man, why are * yex'd? 

Oli. Why, Man, he would preſs me. 

Lanc. O fie, Sir Arthur, preſs him? 7 
He is a Man of reckoning.” 

Weath. Ay, that he is, Sir Arthur, he hath the Nables, 


The golden he. 
29 8 3 


aw _ A AX i 
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Arb. The fitter for the nee 
And were he nat in vj nt 
With your: Worſhips, he! ſhould ee 
That I have 10 preſs ſa. good Mr 
Oli. Chill ſtand to the Trial, ſo chill. | 

Flow. Ay marry ſhall he, F up Cloth amd} Karſy, - 
White: Pot and . Broth ; tut, tut, he cannot. 

Oli. Well, Sir, cho you ſee vlouten Cloth and Karſy, 
chee a ⁊een nuch a Karſy.coat wear out the Town lick 
a zilken Jacket, as tbick a one vo r. U | 

Flow, Well fed vlitan vlattan. 

Oli. A and well ſed Cocknell, and Boe Bell too: What 
Gol EIT ee Coat, no fer vere 
thee. 

Lanc. Nay, cameno more, be. all Lovers ad Friends 

Weaths Ay, tis beſt ſo, good Maſter Oliver. 7 

Flow. Is your Name Maſter Oliver, I pray you. 

Oli. What tit and he tit, and grieve uo] ꝑm. 

- Flow, No, but ld gladly — if P Man wight not 
have a fooliſh, Plot out of Mafter'Otrver tb work upon. 

Oli. Work thy Plots upon ine, ſtand aſide ; work thy 
fooliſh Plots upon me, chill aſe thee,” thou wert never 
ſo uſed ſince thy Dam bound thy Head: work upon me? 

Flow, Let him come, let him come. 

Oli. Zyrrha, Zyrrha, if it were not for ſhame, 40 
would a given thee zutch a whiſter poop under the Ear, 
chee would have made thee a vanged agother at my Feet t 
Stand aſide; let me looſe, cham all of a vlaming Fires 
brand; ſtand: aſide. '- 

Flow, Well, I forbear you for your Friend' $ fake, 

Oli. Avig forall my vreens, doſt thou tell me of my 
vreens? | 
Lac. No more, good Maſter Oliver, no more, Sir Ar- 
thur. And Maiden, here in the ſight of all your Suit 

every Man af worth, I'll tell you whom I faineſt — 
E to the hard Bargain of your Marriage bed; tha? 1 
plain among you, ee 

Arth. Ay, Sir, tis beſt. 2 

Lanc. Then, Sir, firſt to you, 1 — conſe you a 
moſt gallant Knight, a worthy Soldier, and honeſt _ 
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But Ho maintains a. French hood, very ſeldom 
1 Gold, kee e of dee 
hath few Friends: And ri this wild Oats here, young 
Flowerdale, 1 will not — can work Mittels, 
but he were better make à hundred on than thee a 
thrifty; and an honeſt one. 

Maaß. Believe me he hath hit you there, he hath 


touch d you to the quick, that he thath. * 
7: 7 lows ! Whodcock. 2 +-my-ſide,: Why Maſter: Weather- 


bk you know am honeft, howſoever wiel. & 6 
-Q, 


Wea. Now by my troth 1 know * | 

your old Mother was a Dame indeed: A. 
Heavin bath her Soul, and my Wife's 50. 4:66. 
And your good Father, honeſt Gentleman 
He is L das Journey,” as I hear, far hence. 

Flow. Ay, God be praifed, he is far e 
He is gone a Pilgrimage to Paradiſe! 1 |. 
And 1 me to. cut a Caper againſt Care: = 3:; Ig 0 
ace, look on me that am/as light as Air. © 

Lace. faith I like not Shadows, * be, 

I hate a light Love, as I hate Death. | | 
Lane. Girl, hold thee there: oe 21 I chen 
Look on this Devonfhire Lad; ttt! b 
Fat, fair, and lovely, both in Purſe dad Perſon. | 
Oli. Well, Sir, cham as the Lord hath made me, you 
know me well ivio, cha have threeſcore pack of Karſay, 
and Blacicen Hall, and chief Credit befide, and 2 1 
ines may be ſo 206d. as another'8, 20 ĩt max. 

Luce. Tis you I love, 5 r + A, : 

£Arth., Thanks, faireſt. 
le. What, wouldft e e bim? 

Fat h. Do but ſay he ſhall hear from — 

Tauc. Yet; Gentlemen, howſoeyer 1 
vonſbire Suitor, 11] dias no love, m [Davghter ſhall 
have her libetty to chuſe whom ſhe lies ba. LE 
In your Love · ſuit pruceed :. 
Not all of you, but omy one muſt * 110 
Weath, Lou have ſaid well ? Indeed. right wall. 


— A = 


& 11959 $35 ob Tt voy n ii XN 


” 4 * 6 7 P. , £ . - 
* 1 it : 5 p . * +. ” a P 5 1 7 
- : 4 : * & + * * - = ER F IF 7 * 4 1 9 © a # * o £ 
. * 
11 


— 


* 


7 he London Prodigal. v9 
Enter Artichoak. 


Art, Miſtreſs, here's one would ſpeak with you: my 
fellow Daffidit hath him in the Cellar already ; he knows 
him, he met him at Croydon Fair. 
Lanc. O, I remember, a little Man. 
Art. Ay, a very little Man. 

Lanc. And yet a proper Man. 

Art. A very proper, very little Man. 
TLanc. His Name is Monſieur Civet. 

Art. The ſame, Sir. ne) ; 

Lanc. Come, Gentlemen, if other Suitors come, 
My fooliſh Daughter will be fitted too: 


But Delia my Saint, no man dare move. 


[Exenunt all but young Flowerdale, Oliver, and old 
Flowerdale. 5 


- Flow. Hark you, Sir, a word. 


Oli, What ha an you to ſay to me now? 


Flow. Ve ſhall hear from me, and that very ſhortly. 
Oli. Is that all, vare thee well, chee vere thee not a 


vig. [Exit Oliver. 


Flow. What if he ſhould come now? Iam fairlydreſt, 


Fath. I do not mean that you ſhall meet with him, 
But preſently we'll go and draw a Will; 
Where we'll ſet down Land that we never ſaw, 


And we will have it of ſo large a Sum, 


Sir Lancelot (hall intreat you to take his Daughter: 
This being formed, give it Maſter Weathercock, 191 
And make Sir Lancelot's Daughter Heir of all; 
And make him ſwear never to ſhew the Will | 
To any one, until that you. be dead. 

This done, the fooliſh changling Weathercock 

Will trait diſcourſe unto Sir Lancelot, 


"The Form and Tenor of your Teſtament. 


Nor ſtand to pauſe of it, be rul'd by me: 
What will enſue, that you ſhall quickly ſee. - 


Flow, Come let's about it; if that a Will, ſweet Kie, 
Can get the Wench, 1 ſhall renown thy Wit. LExcunt. 


Enter 
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Enter Daffidil and Luce. 


Daf. Miſtreſs, ſtill froward ? | 
No kind looks unto your Daffidil, _ by the Gods. 
Luce. Away my fooliſh Knave, let my Hand go. 
Daf. There's your Hand, but this ſhal 
My Heart is thine, this is my true Love's Fee. 
Luce. I'll have your Coat ſtript o er your Ear for this, 
Tou ſawey Raſcal. 


Enter Lancelot and Weathercock. 


. How now Maid, what is the News wich you? 
Tuce. Your Man is ſomething ſawcy. Exit Luce. 

Lanc. Go to, Sitrah, I'll talk with you anon. 

Daf. Sir, I am a Man to be talked withal, 

Jam no Horſe, I trow ; 
1 know my ſtrength, then no more than ſo. 

. Weath. Ay, by the Matkins, good Sir Lancelot, I ſaw 
chianthe ather Day [bold up the Bucklers, like an Hercule. 
I'fairh, [ Lad, I like thee well. 

Lans. Ay, ay, like him well 80 Sirrah, fetch me 2 
Cup of Wine, 

That ere I part with Maſter Weathercock, 

We may drink down our farewel in French Wine. 


Weath, I thank you, Sir, I thank you friendly Knight, 


I'll come and viſit you, by the Mouſe-foot I will; 
In the mean time, take heed of cutting Flowerdale, 
He is a deſperate Dick, I warrant you. | 

Lanc. He is, he is: Fill, Daffdil, fill me ſome Wine. 
Ha, what wears he on his Arm ? 

My Daughter Laces Bracelet, ay, tis che ſame. 
Ha to you, Maſter Weathercock. 

Weath, I thank you, Sir: Here, Daffidil, an honeſt 
Fellow, and a tall, thou art. Well, I'll take my leave, 
good Night, and I hope to have you and all your Daugh- 

ers at my poor Houſe, in good ſooth I muſt. 
Tac. Thanks, Maſter Weathercock, 1 ſhall be bold to 
rroub! e you, be ſure. 


Weath 


go with mes 


= dd eds 


'The London Prodigal. 91 

Weath. And welcome, heartily farewel. [Exit Weath. 

Lanc. Sirrah, I ſaw my Daughter's Wrong, and withal 
her Bracelet on your Arm; off with it; and with it my 
Livery too. Have I care to ſee my Daughter match'd with 
Men of Worſhip, and are you Poon ſo bold? Go, Sir- 
rah, from my Houſe, or I'll whip you hence. 

Daf. IM not be whip'd, Sir, there's your Liyery : 
This is a Servingman's reward, what care I, 
I have means to truſt to, I ſcorn Service, I. [Ex. Daf. 

Lanc. Ay, a luſty Knave, but I muſt let him go. 
Our Seryants muſt be taught what they ſhould know. 


N Enter Sir Arthur and Luce. 


Luce. Sir, as I am a Maid, I do affect you above any 

Suitor that I have, altho that Soldiers ſcarce know how 

to love. 1 3 | 
Arth. 1 am a Soldier, and a Gentieman, 

Know what belongs to War, what to a Lady: 

What Man offende me, that my Sword ſhall right? 

What Woman loves me, I am her faithful Knight, 

Luce. I neither doubt your Valour nor your Love, 

But there be ſome that bear a Soldier's Form, 

That ſwear by him they never think upon, 

Go ſwaggering up and down from Houſe to Houſe, 

Crying, God pays: And — 

Arth. I'faith, Lady, I'll deſery you ſuch a Man. 

Of them there be many which you have ſpoke of, 

That bear the name and ſhape of Soldiers, 

Yet, God knows, very ſeldom ſaw the War: a 

That haunt your Taverns and your Ordinaries, 

Your Ale-houſes ſometimes, for all a- like, 3 1 

To uphold the brutiſh humonr of their Minds. -Y 

Being mark'd down for the Bondmen of Deſpair + | 

Their mirth begins in Wine, but ends in Blood, 

Their Drink is clear, but their Conceits are mud. 
Luce, Yet thefe are great Gentlemen Soldiers. 
Arth. No, they are wretched Slaves 1... | 

Vhoſe deſperate Lives do bring them timeleſs Graves. 


Laa 


Luce. Both = your ſelf, and for your = of Life, p 
88 may chuſe, 1 I'll be a Soldier s Wife. | 


Enter Sir Lancelot and ohren. | 


24g 154 tu truſt to it, ſo then. 

Tanc. Aſſure your ſeif, 15 
You ſhall be married with all ſpeed we may : = ks 
One Day ſhall ſerve for Frances and for Luce. | 1 
_ © Oli, Why che wood vain know the time for providing 
Wedding Raiments. 

Lanc. Why no more by: this, firſt get of voy Aſſurance F. 
made touching my Daughter's J ointure, that diſpatch d, b 
we will in two'Days make Proviſion. 

Oli. Why Man, chill have the Writings made by to 
morrow. 

Tauc. To mortow be i it then, let s meet at the King. 
Head in Fiſh-ftreet. 

Oli. No, fy Man, let's meet at the Roſe at Temple 
Bar, that will be nearer your Counſellor and mine. 

Lanc. At the Roſe be it then, the hour nine, Jl 
He that comes laſt forfeits a Pint of Wine. [3 
Oh, A Pint is no payment, 


a ee or nothing. 
3 _ Enter Anichoak, 


Ari. ' Maſter, here is a Man would ſpeak with Maſter 
Oliver; he comes from you Maſter Flowerdale., 
Oli. 'Why chill ſpeak with him, chill ſpeak with him. 
Lanc, Nay, Son Oliver, IH ſurely fee _ ' | 
1 young Flowerdale hath ſent to * 
pray God it be no Quarrel. da 
125 if he * with, me, chill give li ch. 


Enter old Flowerdale. , 


rnb. God foie you, good Sir . 5 5 / 1 
"Lane. Welcome, honeſt Friend. 0 
u | | 
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Fath. To you and yours, my Maſter 'wiſheth Healt 
But unto you, Sir, this, and this he ſends: | 
There is the length, Sir, of his Rapier, - 
And in that Paper ſhall you know his Mind, 
Oli. Here, chill meet him my Friend, chill meet him. 
Lanc. Meet him, you ſhall not meet the Ruffian, fy. 
Oli. And & do not meet him, chill give you leave to 
call me Cut. Where is't, Sirrah ? where is't ? where is't? 
Fat hb. The Letter ſhows both Time and Place, 
| And if you be a Man, - then keep your word, | 
'S Lanc. Sir, he ſhall not keep his word, he ſhall not meet. 
Fath. Why let him chuſe, he'll be the better known 
J LE baſe Raſcal, and reputed ſo. E ff, 
a Oli. Zirrah, zirrah; and 'twere not an old Fellow, 
and ſent after an Errant, chid give thee ſomething, but 
chud be no Money: But hold thee, for I ſee thou art 
ſomewhat teſtorn, hald thee, there's vorty Shillings, 
* bring thy Maſter a veeld, chill give thee vorty more, 
look thou bring him, chill mall him tell him, chill mar 
* dancing Treſſels, chill uſe him he was ne'er ſo uſed 
ſince his Dam bound his Head, chill make him for ca- 
pering any more chy vor the. 
Fath. You ſeem a Man, ſtout and reſolute, 
And I will fo report, whate'er befal. 
Lanc. And fall out ill, aſſure thy Maſter this, 
I'l make him fly the Land, or uſe him worſe. 
Fath. My Maſter, Sir, deſerves not this of you, 
ae And that you'll ſhortly find. 4 
Lanc. Thy Maſter is an Unthrift, you a Knave, 
And 1'!] attack you firſt, next clap him up: | 
Or have him bound unto his good Behaviour. 
Oh. I wood you were a Sprite if you do him any harm 
for this: And you do, chill nere ſee you, nor any of 
yours, while chill have Eyes open : What do you think, 
chill be abaffelled up and down the Town for a Meſſel, 
and a Scoundrel, no chy bor you: Zirrah chil come, © | 
zZay no more, chill come, tell him. | 1 
Fath, Well, Sir, my Maſter deſerves not this of you, 
aa that you'll ſhortly find. LExit. | 
* Ou. No matter, he's an Unthrift, I defy him. 1 


all. Lance 


* 
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Lac, Now, gentle Son, let me know the Place. 
Oli. No chye vor you. re EC es 01 
Lanc. Let me ſee the Note. 91: 
Oli. Nay, chill watch you for auch a Trick. 
Nut if chee meet him, 20, if not, 20: chill make him 
know me, or chill know whyl ſhall not, chill vare the worſe. 
. Lanc. What will you then neglect my Daughter's Love 
Venture your State and hers for a looſe Brawl? 
Oli. Why Man, chill not kill him, marry 
him too and again; and zo God be with you vather. 
What, Man, we ſhall meet to-morrow. Exit. 


Lane. Who would have thought he had been ſo deſperate! 


Come forth my honeſt Servant Artichoak. 


Enter Artichoak, 


Arti. Now, what's the matter? ſome brawl toward, 
I warrant you. 

Lanc, Go get me thy Sword bright ſcower'd, thy 
Buckler mended. O for that K nave, that Villain Daffdi 
would have done good Service, Bur to thee. 

Arti. Ay, this is the tricks of all you Gentlemen, when 
you ſtand in need of a good Fellow. O for that Daffai, 
O where is he? but if you be angry, and it be but for the 
wagging of a Straw, then out a-doors with the Knave,turn 
the Coat over bis Ears. This is the humour of you all, 

Lanc, O for that Knave, that luſty Daffidil. 

Arti. Why there tis now: Our Years Wages and out 
Vails will ſcarce pay for broken Swords and Bucklers 
that we uſe in our Quarrels. But I'll not fight if Daf. 
dil be a rother ſide, that's flat. 

Latic, Tis no ſuch matter, Man: get Weapons ready, 
and be at London ere the break of day; watch near the 
Lodging of the Devonſhire Youth, but be unſeen ; and 
as he goes out, as he will go out, and that very earl 
without doubt. | 

Arti. What, would you have me draw upon him, 
And he goes in the Street? 

*Lanc. Not for a World, Man, into the Fields. For to 

the Field be goes, there to meet the deſperate — 
c - 


— 


chill veze 


1 Ow 
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Take thou the part of Oliver my Son, for he.ſhall be my 


Son, and marry Luce: Doſt underſtand me, Knave? 
Arti. Ay, Sir, 1 do underſtand you, but my young 


Miſtreſs might be better provided in matching with my 
Fellow Dafſidil. 

Lanc. No more; Daffdil is a Knave: * | 
That Daffidil is a moſt notorious Knaye. [Exit Arti. 


Enter Weathercock. 


Maſter Weathercock, you come in a happy time; the de- 
ſperate Flowerdale hath writ a Challenge; and who think 


you mult anſwer it, but the Devonſhire Man, my Son 
Oliver ? | 
Weath. Marry, I am ſorry for it, good Sir Lancelot; 


But if you will be rul'd by me, we'll ſtay the fury, 
8 As how, 4a 1 8 * 
Weath. Marry I'll tell you, romiſing young Flou- 

erdale the red · lipꝰd a * — af NO 

Lanc. I'll rather follow her unto her Grave. . 

Weath. Ay, Sir Lancelot, I would have thought ſo too, 
but you and I have been deceiy'd in him; come read 
this Will or Deed, or what you call it, I know not: 
Come, come, your Spectacles I pray. 

Lanc. Nay, I thank God, I ſee very well. 

Weath. Marry, God bleſs your Eyes, mine have been 
dim almoſt this thirty Years. - 

. Lanc. Ha, what is this? what is this? 

Weath. Nay there is true Love indeed, he gave it to me 
but this yery Morn, and bad me keep it unſeen from any 
one: good Youth, to ſee how Men may be deceiy'd, 

Lane. Paſſion of me, what a Wretch am I to hate this 
loving Youth ? he hath made me, together with my Luce 
he loves ſo dear, Executors of all his Wealth, 

Weath. All, all, good Man, he hath given you all. 

Lane, Three Ships now in the Straits, and home- 

ward- bound; 

Two Lordſhips of two hundred Pound a-Vear; 

The one in Wales, the other Glouceſter-ſhire : 

Debts and Accounts are thirty thouſand Pound; * 

a te; 
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Plate, Money, Jewels, ſixteen thouſand more: 
Two Houſen furniſh'd well in Coleman: ſtroet; 


Beſide whatſoever his Uncle leaves to him, - 
Being of great Demeans and Wealth at Peckham. F 
Weath. How like you this, good Knight? How like 
you this ? F 


Lanc. I have dane him wrong, but now1'll make amends, 
The Devonſhire Man ſhall whiſtle for a Wife. 
He marry Luce Luce ſhall be Flowerdale's. 

IWeath. Why that is friendly ſaid, let's ride to London 
and prevent their match, by promiſing your Daughter 
to the lovely Lad. | 

Tanc. We'll ride to London, or it ſhall not need, 
Weill croſs to Dedford-ſtrand, and take a Boat. 
Where be theſe Knayes ? what Artichoak ? what Fop ? 


| Enter Artichoak. 


Art. Here be the very Knaves, but not the mern 
Enaves. 2 | 
Lanc. Here take my Cloke, I'll have a walk to Dedfors, 
Art. Sir. we have been ſcouring of our Swords and 
Bucklers for your Defence. 

Lanc. Defence me no Defence, let your Swords ruſ, 
I'll have no fighting: Ay, let Blows alone, bid Delia ſee al 
things be in readineſs againſt the Wedding, we ll have two 
at once, and that will ſave Charges, Maſter Weathercock, 

Art. Well, we will do it, Sir. [Exennt, 


Ener Civet, Frank, and Delia, 


dv. By my troth this is good luck, I thank God for 

this. In good ſooth I have even my Heart's deſire : Si 
ſter Delia, now I may boldly call you ſo, for your Fi 
ther hath frank and freely given me bis Daughter Frank. 
Frank. Ay, by my troth, Tam, thou baſt my good wil 


too, for I thank God I long'd for a Husband, and would . © 
I might never ſtir, ſor one his name was Tom. | 2 
Del. Why, Siſter, now you have your wiſh, * 
| quand 
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Cv, You ſay very true, Siſter Delia, and I prithee call 
me nothing but Tom; and I'll call thee Sweet-heart, and 
Frank. Will it not do well, Siſter Delia? | 

Del. It will do very well with both of you. 

Frank, But Tom, muſt I go as I do now when I am 
married ? | 

Civ. No, Frank, I'll have thee go like a Citizen, 

In a garded Gown, and a French Hood. 

Frank. By my troth that will be excellent indeed. 

Del. Brother, maintain your Wife to your Eſtate, 
Apparel you your ſelf like to your Father : 

And let her go like to your antient Mother. 
He ſparing got his Wealth, left it to you; 
Brother take heed of Pride, ſome bids Thrift adieu. 

Civ. So as my Father and my Mother went, that's a Jeſt 
indeed; why ſhe went in a fring'd Gown, a ſingle Ruff, 
and a white Cap; and my Father in a Mocado Coat, a 
pair of red Sattin Sleeves, and a Canvas Back. 

Del. And yet his Wealth was all as much as yours. 

Civ. My Eſtate, my Eſtate, I thank God, is forty 
Pound a- year in good Leaſes and Tenements ; beſides 
twenty Mark a-year at Cuckolds-Haven, and that comes 
to us all by Inheritance. 

Del. That may indeed, tis very fitly plied. 

I know not how it comes, but ſo it falls out, 

That thoſe whoſe Fathers have died wondrous rich, 

And took no Pleaſure but to gather Wealth, 

Thinking of little that they leaye behind 

For them, they hope will be of their like mind: 

But falls out contrary, forty Years ſparing 

Is ſcarce three ſeven Years ſpending, never caring 
What will enſue, when all their Coin is gone, 

And all too late, then Thrift is thought upon ; 

Oft have I heard, that Pride and Riot kiſt, | 

And then Repentance cries, for had I wilt ? 

Civ. You ſay well, Siſter Delia, you ſay well; but I 
mean to live within my Bounds, for look you, I have ſet 
down my reſt thus far, but to maintain my Wife in her 
French Hood, and her Coach, keep a couple of Geldings, 
and a brace of Gray-hounds, and this is all I'll do. 
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Del. And you'll do this with forty Pounds a-Year ? 
Civ. Ay, and a beiter Penny, Siſter. 
Frank. Siſter, you forget that at Cuckolds- Haven. 
Civ. By my troth, remembred, Frank, 
Il give thee that to buy thee Pins. | 
Del. Keep you the reſt for Points : alas the Day ! 
Fools ſhall haye Wealth, tho all the World ſay nay. 
Come, Brother, will you in? Dinner ſtays for us. 
Civ, Ay, good Siſter, with all my Heart. 
Frank. Ay, by my troth, Tom, for I have a good 
- Stomach. ; F | 
Civ. And I the like, ſweet Frank; no Siſter, 
Do not think l' go beyond my Bounds. 
Del. God grant you may not. Exeunt. 


Ener young Flowerdale, and his Father, with Foils 
in their Hands. 


Flow, Sirrah, Kit, tarry you there, I have ſpied Sir 
Lancelot and old Weathercock coming this way, they are 
hard at hand, I will by no means be ſpoken withal. 

Fath. III warrant you, go get you in. 


Enter Lancelot and Weathercock, 


Lanc.. Now, m7 honeſt Friend, thou doſt belong to 
Maſter Flowerdale 

Fath. 1 do, Sir. 

Lanc, Is he within, my good Fellow? 

Fath.' No, Sir, he is not within. 

Lanc. I prithee, if he be within, let me ſpeak with 
him. | 

Fath. Sir, to tell you true, my Maſter is within, but 
indeed would not be ſpoke withal ; there be ſome terms 
that ſtand upon his Reputation, therefore he will not 
admit any Conference till he hath ſhook them off. 
Lanc. I prithee tell him his very good Friend Sir Lan- 
alot Spurcock intreats to ſpeak with him. 


Fath, By my troth, Sir, if you come to take up the 
matter 
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matter between my Maſter and the Devonſbiye Man, you 
do but beguile your hopes, and loſe your labour. 
Lan. Honeſt Friend, 1 have not any fach thing to 
I come to ſpeak with him about other Matters. (him, 

Fath, For my Maſter, Sir, hath ſet down his Reſolu- 
tion, either to redeem his Honour, or leave his Life 
behind him. | | 

Lane, My Friend, I do not know any Quarrel touchin 
thy Maſter, or any other Perſon ; my Buſineſs is of adi 
ferent Nature to him, and I prithee ſo tell him. 

Fath.' For howſoever the Devonſtire Man is, 
My Maſter's Mind is bloody; that's a round O, 
And therefore, Sir, Intreaties are but vain, | 14] 
Lanc. I have no ſuch thing to him, I tell thee once again, 

Fath. I will then ſo ſignify to him. [ Exit Father. 

Lanc. Ay, Sirrah, I fee this matter is hotly carried. 
But I'll labour to diſſuade him from it. 


Enter young Flowerdale and his Father. 


Good- morrow, Maſter Flowerdale. 
Flow, Good-morrow, good Sir Lancelot, 
Good-morrow, Maſter Weather:ock ; 
By my troth, Gentfemen, I have been reading over 
Nick Machia vel; I find him 
Good to be known, not to be followed; 
A peſtilent human Fellow: I have made 
Certain Annotations of him ſuch as they be. 
And how is't, Sir Lancelot Q ha, howgis't ? 
A mad World, Men cannot live quiet in it. | 
Lanc. Maſter Flowerdale, I do underſtand there is ſome 
Jar between the Devonſhire Man and you. 
Fath, They, Sir ? they are good Friends as can be. 
_ Who? Maſter Oliver and I? as good Friends as 
can be. n | | | 
Lanc. It is a kind of ſafery in yon to deny it, and 4 
generous ſilence, which too:few are indued withal-: But, 
Sir, ſuch a thing I hear, and I could wiſh it otherwiſe. 
Flow, No ſuch thing, Sir Lancelot, at my reputation, as 
lam an honeſt Man. | 
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Tan. Now I do believe you then, if you do 
Engage your Reputation there is none. ag 4 
Heu. Nay I do not engage my Reputation there is not. 
You ſhall not bind me to any condition of hardneſs : 
Bat if there be any thing between us, then there is, 

It there be not, then there is not. Be, or be not, all 

| is one. 

. Tanc. 1 do perceive by this, that there is ſomething 

1 between you, and I am very ſorry for it. 

Flow. Lou may be deceiy'd, Sir Lancelot; the 1talian 
Hath a pretty ſaying: Queſto? I have forgot it too, 
Tis out of my Head, but in my Tranſlation . (him. 

If 't hold thus, thou haſt a Friend, keep him; if a Foe, trip 
Lac. Come, I do ſee by this there is ſomewhat be- 
ftween you, | 
And before God I could wiſh it otherwiſe. t] 

Flow. Well, what is between us, can hardly be alter'd; 

Sir Lancelot, 1 am to ride forth to morrow, 

That way which, I muſt ride, no man muſt deny Ve 
Me the Sun, I would not by any particular Man El 
Be denied common and general Paſſage. If any one 
Saith, Flowerdale,; thou paſſeſt not this way; 

My anſwer is, I muſt either on or return: 

But ceturn'is not my word, I muſton: 

If I cannot then make my way, Nature 

Hath done the laſt for me, and there's the Fine. 

Lanc. Mr. Flowerdale, every man hath one Tongue, 
And two Ears; Nature in her Building, 

Is a moſt curious Work-maſter,, more 
Flow. That is as much as to ſay, a Man ſhould hear 
Than he ſhould ſpeak, 33 1 

Lanc. You ſay true, and indeed I have heard more, 
Than at this time I will ſpeak, | 
Flow. You fay well. Ciel x 

Lanc. Slanders are more common than Troths, Ma- 
ſter Flowwerdale, but Proof is the Rule for both, 

Hou. You ſay true, what do you call him 
Hath it there in his third Canton? 
Tanc. I have heard you have been wild: I have believ'd 


How. Twas fit, twas neceſſary. (it 
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Tanc. But I have ſeen ſomewhar of late in you, 
That hath confirm'd in me an Opinion of 
Goodneſs toward you. | f 
- Flow, I'faith, Sir, I am ſure I never did you harm: 
Some good 1 have done, either to you or yours, | 
] am Fire you know not, neither is it my will you ſhould,” 
Lance, Ay, your Will, Sir, - 
Flow. Av, my Will, Sir; s'foot do you know ought of 
Begod, and you do, Sir, I am abus'd. (my Will: 
Lanc; Go, Mr. Flowerdale, what I know, I know ; 
And know you thus much out of my Knowledge, 
That I truly love you. For my Daughter, 
She's yours. And if you like a Marriage better | 
Than a Brawl, all quirks of AC . ſet aſide, go with 
me preſently : And where you ſhould fight a bloody Bat- 
tle, you ſhall be married to a lovely Lady. 8 
How. Nay but, Sir Lancelot? 
Lanc. If you will not embrace my Offer, yet aſſure 
your ſelf thus much, I will have order to hinder your 
Encounter, | | | 
Flou. Nay but hear me, Sir Lancelot. | 
Lanc, Nay, ſtand not you upon imputative Honour, 
"Tis merely unfound, unprofitable, and idle | 
Inferences ; your Buſineſs is to wed my Daughter, there- 
fore give me your preſent word to do it; I'll go and 
provide the Maid, therefore give me your preſent Reſo- 
lution, either now or never. 


Flow, Will you ſo put me to it? (never, 

e Lanc. Ay, afore God, either take me now, or take me 
ar WT Elſe what 1 thought ſhould be our match, ſhall be our 
So fare you well for ever. (parting, 


Flow, Stay; fall out, what may fall, my Love 
Is above all: I will come. 
Lanc. I expect you, and ſo fare you well. 
; : Exit Sir Lancelot. 
Fath. Now, Sir, how ſhall we do for wedding Apparel? 
Flow, By the Maſs that's true; now help Kir, 
The Marriage ended, we'll make amends for all. 
Fath, Well, no more, prepare you for your Bride. 
Ve will not want for Clothes, whatſoe'er betide, 
; E 3 F. low, 
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Flow, And thou ſhalt ſee, when once I have my Dower, 

In Mirth we'll ſpend full many a merry Hour : | 

As for this Wench, I not regard a Pin, 

It js her Gold muſt bring my Pleaſures in. [Exit. 
Fath. Is't poſſible, he hath his ſecond living, | 

Forſaking God, himſelf to the Devil giving; 

But that I knew his Mother firm and chaſt, 

My Heart would ſay, my Head ſhe had diſgrac'd: 

Elſe would I ſwear, he never was my Son, 

But her fair Mind ſo foul a Deed did ſhun. 


* 


Enter young Flowerdale's Uncle. 


- Unc. How now, Brother, how do you find your Son? ö 
Fath. O Brother, heedleſs as a Libertine, 1 
Ev'n you a Maſter in the School of Vice, / 
One that Joth nothing, but invent Deceit ; 8 
For all the Day be humours up and down, 
How he the next Day might deceive his Friend : 
He thinks of nothing but the preſent time : 
For one Groat ready down, he'll pay a Shilling; 
Zut then the Lender muſt needs ſtay for it. 
When 1 way Fours I bad the ſcope of Youtb, 
Both wild and wanton, careleſs and deſperate : 
But ſuch mad Strains as he's poſſeſt withal, 
| Tthaught it wonder for to dream upan. 
Unc. I told you ſo, but you would not believe it. 
. Fath.Well, I have found it, but one thing comforts me; 
Bro ther, to morrow he's to be married 
To beauteous Lace, Sir Lancelot Spurcock's Daughter. 
Une, Is't poſlible 3 


Fath, Tis true, and thus I mean. to curb him; Fo 
This Day, Brother, I will you ſhall arreſt him; Ih 
If any thing will tame him, it muſt be that, Th 
For he is rank in Miſchief, chain'd to a Life, Th 
That will iacreaſe bis Shame, and kill his Wife. Yet 
Unc. What, arreſt him on bis Wedding-day ? Ma 
Foe were Fe 4x an unhuman part ; Go 
ow many Couple ev'n for that very Day,, 
Have — loves Years Sorrow afterward ? . 
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Forbear it then to Day, do it to Morrow, 
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And this Day mingle not his Joy with Sorrow. 

Fath. Brother, I'll have it done this very 4 
And in the View of all, as he comes from Church. 
Do but obſerve the Courſe that he will take, 


Upon my life he will forſwear the Debt : 


And for we'll have the Sum ſhall not be flight, 
Say that he owes you near three thouſand Pound: 
Good Brother, let it be done immediately. 
Unc, Well, ſeeing you will have it fo, 
Brother I'll do't, and ftraight provide the Sheriff. 
Fath. So Brother, by this means ſhall we perceive 
What Sir Lancelot in this Pinch will do: 


And how his Wife doth ſtand affected to him, 
Her Love will then be tried to the uttermoſt : 
And all the reſt of them. Brother, what I will do, 
Shall harm him much, and much avail him too. 


[ Exennt. 


Enter Oliver. 


Oli. Cham aſhured thick be the Place, that the Scoundel 
Appointed to meet me, if a come, 20: if a come not, 20. 
And che war aviſe, he would make a Coyſtrel an us, 
Ched yeſe him, and che vang him in hand, che would 
Hoyſt him, and give it him too and again, zo chud : 
Who a been there, Sir Arthur? chill ſtay aſide, 


Enter Sit Arthur, 


Arth. 1 have dog's the Devonſbire Man into the Field, 


For fear of any harm that ſhould befal him > | 


I had an incling of that yeſternight, - 

That Flowerdale and he ſhould meet this Morning. 

Tho of my Soul, Oliver fears him not, 

Yet for I'd ſee fair play on either ſide, 

Made me to come, to ſee. their Valours try'd—— 

Good Morrow to Maſter Oliver. 

Oli. God and Morrow. 

Arth. What, Maſter Oliver, are you angry: 
"== Oli. 
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Oli. What an it be, tyt an grieven you? 
Arth. Not me at all, Sir, but J imagine, 

By your being here thus arm'd, 

Jou ſtay for ſome that you ſhould fight withal. 

Wn Why and he do, che would not dezire you to take 
rt. 

| — No, by my troth, I think you need it not 

For he you look for, I think means not to come. 

Oli. No, and che war aſhure of that, ched aveſe him 

in another Place. 


Enter Daffidil. 


Daff. O, Sir Arthur, Maſter Oliver, ay me! 
Tour Love, and yours, and mine, ſweet Miſtreſs Luce, 
This Morning is married to young Flowerdale. 

Arth. Married to Flowerdale * tis impoſſible. 

Oli. Married, Man ? che hope thou doſt but jeſt: 
To make an a volowten merriment of it. 

Daff. O 'tis too true, here comes his Uncle. 


Enter young Flowerdale*s Uncle, with Sheriff and Officers, 


Unc. Good morrow, Sir Arthur, good morrow, Ma- 
ſter Oliver. 

Oli. God and morn, Mr, Nowerdale : I pray tel. 
len us, is your ſcoundrel Kinſman married ? 

Arth. Mr. Oliver, call him what you will, but he is 
married to Sir Lancelot's Daughter here. 

Unc. Sir Arthur, unto her? 

Oli. Ay, ha the old Vellow zerved me thick a trick? 
Why Man, he was a promiſe, chill chud a had her: 
Is a zitch a vox, chill look to his Water, ehe vor him. 

Unc., The Muſick plays; they are coming from the 

Church. . ; 
Sheriff, do your Office: Fellows, ſtand ſtoutly to it. 


Enter all to the Wedding. 
oli. God give you Joy, as the old zaid Proverb is, and 


ſome Zorrowamong. You met us well, did you * 
| | aut. 
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Lanc. Nay, be not angry, Sir, the fault is in me, 
I have done all the wrong, kept him from coming to the 
Field to you, as I might, Sir, for I am a Juſtice, and 
ſworn to keep the Peace, 
Weath, Ay marry is he, Sir, a very Juſtice, and ſworn 
to keep the Peace, you muſt not diſturb the Weddings. 
Lanc. Nay, never frown nor ſtorm, Sir, if you do, 
I'll have an Order taken for you. | 
Oli. Well, well, chill be quiet. | 
Meath. Mr. Flowerdale, Sir Lancelot, look you, who 
here is? Mr, Flowerdale. | 
Lanc. Mr. Flowerdale, welcome with all my Heart. 
Flow. Uncle, this is ſhe i*faith : Maſter Under-Sheriff 
Arreſt me? At whoſe Suit? Draw, Kit. 
Unc, At my Suit, Sir, 
Lanc, Why, what's the Matter, Mr. Flowerdale ? 
Unc. This is the matter, Sir, this Unthrift here 
Hath cozen'd you, and hath had of me 
In ſeveral Sums three thouſand Pound. 
Flow, Why, Uncle, Uncle. 
Unc. Coulin, Couſin, you have uncled me, 
And if you be not ſtaid, you'll prove 
A Cozener unto all that know you. 
Lanc, Why, Sir, ſuppoſe he be to you in debt 
Ten thouſand Pound, his State to me appears, 
To be at leaſt three thouſand by the Year. 
Unc. O, Sir, I was 100 late inform'd of that Plot, 
How that he went about to cozen you 3 
And form'd a Will, and ſent it to your good 
Friend there, Maſter Weathercock, in which was 
Nothing true, but brags and lies. 
Lanc, Ha, hath he not ſuch Lordſhips, 
Lands, and Ships? 
Unc. Not worth a Groat, not worth a Half-penny he. 
Lanc. I pray tell us true, be plain, young Flowerdale, 
Flow, My Uncle here's mad, 
And diſpos'd to do me wrong. 
But here's my Man, an honeſt Fellow | 
By the Lord, and of good Credit, knows all is true. 


1 3 Fark, 
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Fath, Not I, Sir, I am too old to lye 3 I rather know 
ou 5 7 a Will, where every Line you writ, 
You ſtudied where to quote your Lands might lie. 
| Weath, And I prithee where be thy honeſt Friends? 
Fab. Tfaith no where, Sir, for he hath none at all, 
Weath. Benedicity, we are 0'er-reach'd, I believe. 
Lauc. I am cozen'd, and my hopefull'ſt Child undone, 
Flow. You are not cozen'd, nor is ſhe undone, 
They ſlander me, by this Ligbt, they ſlander me: 
Look you, my Uncle here's an Uſurer, and would undo 
me, | . 
But lll ſtand in Law, do you but bail me, you ſhall do 
no more: 
You Brother Civet, and Maſter Weathercock, do but 
Bail me, and let me have my Marriage Mony 
Paid me, and we'll ride down, 
- And there your own Eyes ſhall ſee 
How my poor Tenants there will welcome me. 
You ſhall but bail me, you fhall do no more, 
And you, greedy Gnat, their Bail will ſerve. 
Unc. Ay, Sir, I'll ask no better Bail. 
Lanc. No, Sir, you ſhall not take my Bail, nor his, 
Nor my Son Cive!'s, I'll not be cheated, I. 
Sheriff, take your Priſoner, III not deal with him: 
Let's Uncle make falſe Dice with his falſe Bones, 
I will not have to do with him: mock'd, gull'd, and 
Come; Girl, tho it be late, it falls out well, (wrong'd 
Thou ſhalt not live with him in Beggar's Hell. 
Luce. He is my Husband, and high Heav'n doth know, 
With what unwillingneſs 1 went to Church, 
But you enforc'd me, you compell'd me to it: 
The holy Church-man pronounc'd theſe words but now, 
I muſt not leave my Husband in diſtreſs: 
Now I muſt comfort him, not go with you. 
Lan, Comfort a Cozener? On my curſe forſake him. 
Luce. This day you caus'd me on your curſe to take 
Do not, I pray, my grieved Soul oppreſs; (him: 
God knows my Heart doth bleed at his diſtreſs. 
Lanc. O Maſter Wearthercock, 
I muſt confeſs I forc'd her to this match, 12 
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Led with Opinion his falſe Will was true. 
Math. Ab, he hath over-reach'd me too, 
Lance She might have liv'd like Delia, in a happy Vic- 
in's ſtate. | | | 
, Del. Father, be patient, Sorrow comes too late. 

Lanc. And on her Knees ſhe begg'd and did intreat, 
If ſhe muſt needs taſte a ſad. Marriage Life, 

She cray'd to be Sir Arthur Greenſhood's Wife. 

Artb. You have done her and me the greater wrong 

Lanc. O take her yet. 

Arth. Not 1. | 

Zanc. Or, Maſter Oliver, accept my Child, and half 
my Wealth is yours. ä 

Oli. No, Sir, chill break no Laws. 

Luce. Never fear, ſhe will not trouble you. f 

Del. Vet, Siſter, in this Paſſion do not run headlong to- 
Confuſion. You may affect him, tho not follow him. 

Frank. Do, Siſter, hang bim, let him go, 

Weath. Do faith, Miſtreſs Luce, leave him. 

Luce. Lou are three groſs Fools, let me alone, 

E ſwear, I'll live with Kit in all his moan.. 

Oli. But an he have his Legs at liberty, 

Cham aveard he will never live with you. 2 

Arth. Ay, but be is now in Huekſters handling for 
running away. 

Lance. Huſwife, you hear how you and I are wrong: d 
And if you will redreſs it yet you may: | 
But if you ſtand on Terms to follow him, 

Never come near my fight, nor look on me, 
Call me not Father, look not for a Groat.. 
For all thy Portion I will this day give 
Unto thy Siſter Frances. 
Fran, How ſay yon to that, Tom # 
I ſhall have a good deal. 
Beſides, I'll be a good Wife; and a-good: Wife: 
Is a good thing I can tell. 

Civ. Peace, Frank, I would be ſorry to ſee thy: Sifferr 
caſt away, as I am a Gentleman. 

Lanc. What, are you yet refoly'd ? 

Ece. Les, Lam. reſoly'd; 
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TLanc. Come then away, or now, or never come. * 
Luce. This way I turn, go you unto your Feaſt, 8 

And 1 to weep, that am with Grief oppreſt. 

Lane. For ever fly my fight : Come, Gentlemen, y 


Let's in, 1'll help = far beter Wives than her. 
Delia, upon my Bleſſing talk not to her, 
Baſe Baggage, in ſuch haſte to Beggary > + 
Unc, Sheriff, take your Priſoner to your __ 
_ Flow. Uncle, be- gad you have usd me very hardly, 
Dy my troth, upon my Wedding day. ts) 
- - [Exeunt all but Luce, young Flowerdale, his Father, 
Uncle; Sheriff and Officers. 
* Lace. O Maſter Flowerdale, but hear me ſpeak, 
Stay but a little while, good Maſter Sheriff, 
If not for him, for my ſake pity him: 
Good Sir, ſtop not your Ears at my Complaint, 
My Voice grows week, for Womens words are faint. 
Flow. Look you, ſhe kneels to you. 
Unc. * Maid, for you, 1 \ you with my 
eart, 
And grieve, ſweet Soul, thy Fortune is ſo bad, 
That thou ſhould'ſt KR with ſuch a graceleſs 
Youth, | | 
Go to thy Father, think not upon him, 
Whom Hell hath mark'd to be the Son of Shame. 
Luce. Impute his wildneſs, Sir, unto his Youth, 
Auck think that now's the time he doth repent : 
Alas, what good or gain can you. receive, 
To impriſon him that nothing hath to pay? 


— 


And where nought is, the King doth loſe his due; 
O pity him as God ſhall pity you. 
Tuc. Lady, I know his Humours all too well, 
And nothing in the World can do him good, 
But Miſery it ſelf to chain him with. 1770 \ 
2 that your Debts were paid, then is he 

free ? | | 
_ Une. Ay, Virgin, that being anſwer d, I have 
ne, | 


Iut to him that is al as impoſſible, 


a 


As 


© 
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As I to ſcale the high Pyramids. — 

Sheriff, take your Priſoner; Maiden, fare thee well, 
Luce. O go nat yet, good Maſter Flowerdale : 

Take my word for the Debt, my Word, my Bond. 
Flow, Ay, by Gad, Uncle, and my Bond too, 
Luce. Alas, I ne'er ought nothing but I paid it; 

And I can work, alas, he can do nothing : 

I have ſome Friends perhaps will pity me, 

His chiefeſt Friends do ſeek his Miſery ; 

All that I can, or beg, get, or receive, 

Shall be for you : O do not turn away : 

Methinks within a Face ſo reverend; 

So well experienc'd in this tottering World, 

Should have ſome feeling of a Maiden's Grief : 

For my ſake, his Father's and your Brother's ſake, 

Ay, for your Soul's ſake that doth hope for Joy, 

Pity my ſtate, do not two Souls deſtroy. 
Unc. Fair Maid, ſtand up; not in regard of him, 

But in pity of thy hapleſs Choice, 

I do cls him : Maſter Sheriff, I thank you : 

And Officers, there is for you to drink. 

Here, Maid take this Mony, there is a hundred Angels, 

And, for I will be ſure he ſhall not have it, 

Here, Keſter, take it you, and uſe it ſparingly, 

But let not her have any want at all. 

Dry your Eyes, Neice, do not too much lament 

For him, whoſe Life hath been in Riot ſpent : 

If well he uſeth thee, he gets him Friends, 
If ill, a ſhameful End on him depends. [Exit Uncle. 
Flow. A plague go with you for an old Fornicator. 

Come, Kr, the Mony; come, boneſt Kir. 
Fath, Nay by my Faith, Sir, you ſhall pardon me; 
Flow. And why Sir, pardon you ? give me the 
Mony, you old Raſcal, or I will make you. 


Love, Bp hold your Hands, give it him honeſt 
Frien | 
Fath. If you be ſo content, with all my heart. 

Flow, Content, Sir, sblood ſhe ſhall be content 


Vhether A 
me 


wo 
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Go, get you gone to the greaſy Chuff your Father, 


Bring me your Dowry, or never look on me. 
Fath. Sir, ſhe forſook her Father, and all her 
Friends, for you. | 


- Flow. . Hang thee, her Friends and Father all together, 
Feth. Let part with ſomething to provide her Lodg. 


Now. Les, I mean to part with her and you, but if 1 
part with one Angel, hang me at a Poſt. I'll rather 
throw them at a Caſt of Diee, as I have done athouſand 

=" om Fellows. at 

Fath. Nay then I will be plain, nerate Bo 
Thou hadſt - Father would — — — * 

Flow. My Father was an Afs, an old Aſs. 
 Fath. Thy Father ? proud licentious Villain! 
What, are you at your foils 2 I'll foil with you. 

Luce. Good Sir, forbe ar him. 

Fab. Did not this whining Woman hang on me, 
I'd teach thee what it was to abuſe thy Father: 

Go hang, beg, ftarye,, Dice, Game, that when all 


ne, | | 
Thou 27 K after deſpair and hang thy ſelf. 
Luce. O do not curſe him. 1 

Fath. IL do not curſe him, and to pray for him were 

» vain, | 4 
It grieves me that he bears his Father's Name. 

How. Well; you old Raſcal, I ſhall meet with you. 
Sirrah, get you gone, I will not ſtrip the Livery 
Over your Ears, becauſe you paid for it: 

But. do not ufe my Name, Sirrah, 
Do you hear? Look you do not 
Uſe my Name, you were beſt. 


Or give me Security when 1 may have it. 
Flow. Fil pay thee not a Penny, 
And for Security I'll give thee none. | 
Minckins, loc Rx you 3 not follow me, look you do 


neo , | 
If you do, Beggar, I ſhall flit yoü Noſe. 
Luce. Alas, what ſhall I do? 


WN 


Flows 


Fath. Pay me the twenty Pound then that L lent yo 


* 1 an 


1 
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_ Flow. Why turn Whore, that's a good Trade, 
And ſo perhaps I'll ſee thee now and hen. 
| [E Flowerdale, 
Luce. Alas-the-day that ever 1 was born, 
Fath. Sweet Miſtreſs, do not weep, I'll ſtick to you. 
- Luce, Alas, my Friend, I know not what to do, 
My Father and my Friends, they have defpis'd me: 
And I a wretched Maid, thus caſt away, 
Knows neither where to go, nor what to ſay. 
Fath. It grieves me at the Soul, to ſee her Tears 
Thus ſtrain the Crimſon Roſes of her Cheeks: 
Lady, take comfort, do not mourn in vain, 
I have a little Living in this Town, -— 
The which I think comes to a hundred Pound, 
All that and more ſhall be at your diſpoſe; 
I'll trait go help you to ſome ſtrange diſguiſe, 
And place you in a Service in this Town, 
Where you ſhall. know all, yet your ſelf nnknown - 
Come, grieve no more, where no help can be had, 
Weep not for him, that is more worſe than bad. 
Luce. I thank you, Sir. | [Exennt.. 


Enter Lancelot, Maſter Weathercock, and the reſt. 


Oli. Well, cha a bin zerved many a ſluttiſn Trick, 
But ſuch a lerri thick yeh was ne'er-a ſarved. 
Lanc. Son Civet, Daughter Frances, bear with me, 
You (ee how I am \refs' down with Inward Grief, 
About that luckleſs Girl, your Siſter Luce. 20 
But tis fall'n out with me, as with many Families beſite, 
They are moſt unhappy, that are moſt belov'd. 
Civ. Father, "tis ſo, tis ev'n faln out fo, 
But what remedy ? ſeq, Hand to your Heart, and let it 
afs, 
Here is — Daughter Frances and I, and we'll not ſay, 
We'll bring forth as witty Children, but as pretty 
Children as ever ſhe was ; tho ſhe had the prick 
And praiſe for a pretty Wench : But Father, done is 
The Mouſe, yow'lt come ? 
Lanc. Ay, Son Civet, I'll come. 
Cv, And you, Maſter Oliver ? 
| 2 


* 
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Oli. Ay, for che a vext out this yeaſt; chill ſee if 
Make a — there net 4d 2 
Civ. And you, Sir Arthur ? 
Ari. Ay, Sir, altho my Heart be full, 
Tu be a Partner at your Wedding Feaſt. 

Civ. And welcome all indeed, and welcome ; come 
Frank, are you ready ? 

Frank, Jeſhue, how haſty theſe Husbands are? I pray, 
Father, pray to God to bleſs me. 

Laxc. God bleſs thee, and 1 do; God make thee wiſe, 
Send you both Joy, I wiſh it with wet Eyes. 

Frank, But, Father, ſhall not my Siſter Delia go alo 
— us? She is excellent good at Cookery, and ſuc 

ngs. | | 

Lanc, Yes marry fhall ſhe : Delia, make you ready, 

Del. I am ready, Sir, 1 will firſt go to Greenwich, 
From thence to my Couſin Cheſterfield, and ſo to London, 

Civ. It ſhall ſuffice, good Siſter Delia, it ſhall ſuffice, 
but fail us not, gan Siſter, give order to Cooks and 0- 
thers, for I would not have my ſweet Frank to ſoil her 
Fingers. 

Frank. No by my troth not I, a Gentlewoman, and a 

married Gentlewoman too, to be Companion to Cooks, 
and Kitchin-boys, not I i'faith, 1 ſcorn that. 

Civ. Why, 1 do not mean thou ſhalt, ſweet Hears, 
thou ſeeſt I do not go about it; well, farewel too: You 
Gods pity Mr. Weathercock, we ſhall have your Company 
.to0? 

Weath, With all my Heart, for I love good Cheer. 

Civ. Well, God be with you all, come, Frank. 

Frank. God be with you, Father, God be with you, 
Sir Arthur, Maſter Oliver, and Maſter Weathercock, Siſter, 
God be with you all: God be wittf you, Father, God be 
with you every one. 

Weath. Why, how now, Sir Arthur, all a mort, Maſter 
Oliver, how now, Man? y 
Cheerly, Sir Lancelot, and merrily fay, 

Who can hold that will away. 

Lanc. Ay, ſhe is gone indeed, poor Girl, undone, 

But when theſe be ſelf-will'd, Children muſt _ 


a «@ 


„ 
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Art. But, Sir, that ſhe is wronged, you are the chiefeſt 
Cauſe, therefore 'tis reaſon you redreſs her wrong. 
Weath. Indeed you muſt, Sir Lancelot, you muſt, 
Lanc. Muſt? who can compel me, Mr. Weathercock : 
1 hope 1 may do what I lift, | 
Weath. I grant you may, you may do what you lift. 
Oli, Nay, but and you be well eviſen, it were not goͤod, 
By this vrampolneſs, and vrowardneſs, to caſt away 
As pretty a dowſſabel, as am chould chance to ſee 
In a Summer's Day; chill tell you what chall do, 
Chill go ſpy up and down the Town, and ſee if I 
Can hear any Tale or Tydings of her, 
And take her away from thick a Meſſel, yor cham 
Aſhured, heel but bring her to the ſpoil, 
And fo var you well, we ſhall meet at your Son Civer's: 
Lance. I thank you, Sir, I take it very kindly. 
Arth. To find her out, I'll ſpend my deareſt Blood, 
So well I lov'd her, to affect her Good. ¶ Excunt Ambo. 
Lane. O Maſter Weathercock, | ü 
What hap had I, to force my Daughter 
From Maſter Oliver, and this good Knight, 
To one that hath no Goodneſs in his Thought ? 
Weath, IIl luck, but what rem 
Lanc. Yes, 1 have almoſt deviſed a Remedy. 
Young Flowerdale is ſure a Priſoner, 
Math. Sure ? nothing more ſure. 
- Lanc. And yet (np his Uncle hath releas'd him. 
Weath. It may be very like, no doubt he hath, 
Lanc. Well if he be in Prifon, I'll have Warrants 
To tache my Daughter till the Law be tried, 
For I will ſue him upon Couzenage. 
Weath. Marry may you, and overthrow him too. 
Tanc. Nay that's not ſo, I may chance be ſcoft, 
And Sentence paſt with him. 
Weath. Believe me, ſo he may, therefore take heed. - - 
Lanc. Well howſoever, yet 1 will have Warrants, 
In Priſon, or at Liberty, all's one : 


You will help to ſerye them, Maſter Weathercock ? | 
[Exeunt. 


Enter 


. Enter Flowerdale. ) 

Flaw. N plague of the Devil, the Devil take the Dice; 
The Dice, and the Devil, and his Dam go together. 
Ot all my hundred golden Angels, 240-10 
I have not left me one Denier: 
A pox of come a five, what ſhall 1 do:? 
I'can borrow no more of my Credit : 
There's not any of my Acquaintance, Man nor Boy, 
But I haye borrowed more or leſs of : 
I would I knew where to take a good Purſe, 
And go clear away, by this Light 1'll venture for it. 
God's lid my Siſter Delia, 
1 rob her, by this Hand. 

Enter Delia and Artichoak, 


Del. I prithee, Artichoak, go not ſo faſt, 
The Weather is hot, and 1 am ſomething weary. 
Art. Nay | warrant you, Miſtreſs Delia, VI not tire 


With leading; "Il go an extreme moderate Pace, 
Fla. Stand, deliver your Purſe, | | 
Art. O Lord, Thieves, Thieves [Exit Artichoak 

Flow. Come, come, your Purſe, Lady, your Purſe. - 

Del. That Voice 1 have heard often before this time: 
W hat, Brother Flowerdale become a Thief? 

Flow. Ay, plague on't, I thank your Father; 
But Siſter, come, your Money, come: 
What the World muſt find me, I am born to live, 
"Tis not a Sin to ſtea}, when none will give. 

Del. O God, is all Grace baniſh'd from thy Heart, 
Think of the Shame that doth attend this Fact. 

Flow. Shame me no Shames, come give me your Purſe; 
II bind you, Siſter, left I fare the worſe. 
Dal. No, bind me not, hold, there is all I have, 
And would that Money would redeem thy Shame. 


Enter 
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Enter Oliver, Sir Arthur, and Artichoak. 


Art. Thieves, Thieves, Thieves. 
Oli. Thieves, where Man? why how now, Mrs. Delia, 
Ha you a liked to been a robbed? * 
Del. No, Maſter Oliver, tis Maſter Flowerdale, he did 
but jeſt with me. a | 
Oli. How, Flowerdale, that Scoundrel ? Sirrah, you 
meten us well, vang thee that. | 
Flow. Well, Sir, 1'll not meddle with you, becauſe I 
have a Charge. 
Del. Here Brother Flowerdale, 1'll lend you this ſame 
Money. | | 
Flow. I thank you, Siſter. 
oli. 1 wad you were yſplit, and you let the Mezel 
have a Penny; but ſince you cannot keep it, chill keep 
it my ſelf. | | 
Arth. Tis pity to relieve him in this ſort, 
Who makes a triumphant Life his daily ſport. 
Del. Brother, you fee how all Men cenſure you, 
Farewel, and I pray God amend your Life. | 
Ol, Come, chill bring you along, and you ſafe enough 
From twenty ſuch Scoundrels as thick an one is 
Farewel and be hanged, Zyrrah, as I think ſo thou 
| wilt be ſhortly : come, Sir Arthur. 
bs xeunt all but Flowerdale. 
Flow, A plague go with you for a Karſie Raſcal ; 
This Devonſhire Man I think is made all of Pork, 
His Hands made only for to heave up Packs: 
His Heart as fat and big as his Face, 
As differing far from all brave gallant Minds, 
As I to ſerve the Hogs, and drink with Hinds, 
| As Jam very near now ; well what remedy, 
1 When. Money, Means, and Friends, do grow fo ſmall, 
Then farewel Life, and there's an end of all. 


ce 3 


| [E xit. 
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Enter young Flowerdale's Father, Luce like a Dutch 
Frou, Civet and his Wife Frances. 


Civ. By my Troth God a Mercy for this, good Chr: 
flapher 1 thank thee for my Maid, like her very well, 
how doſt thou like her, Frances 2 ' 

Fran. bn good Sadneſs, Tom, very well, excellent 

well, 
She ſpeaks ſo prettily. I pray what's your Name? 
Luce. My Name, forſooth, be called Tanitin. 

Fran. By my Troth a fine Name: O Tanikin, you are 

excellent for dreſſing ones Head a new Faſhion, | 
Luce. Me fall do every ting about da Head. 


Civ. What Country-woman is ſhe, Keſter ? 


Farb. A Dutch Woman, Sir. 

' Give Why then ſhe is Outlandiſh, is ſhe not? 

Fath. Ay, Sir, ſhe is. 

Fran. O then thou canſt tell how to help me to Cheeks 
and Ears ? 

Luce. Yes, Miſtreſs, very well. ; 
Fat. Cheeks and Ears, why, Miſtreſs Frances, want 
you Cheeks and Ears? methinks you have very faic 
ones. * 

Fran. Thou art a Fool indeed; Tom, thou knoweſt 


what I mean. 


Civ. Ay, Is Kefter, tis ſuch as they wear a their 
Heads, | | 
I prithee, Kit, have her in, and ſhew her my Houſe. 
Farb. I will, Sir; come Tanikin. 
Fran, O Tom, you have not buſſed me to day, Tom. 
Civ. No Frapces, we muſt not kiſs afore Folks. 
God ſave my Frank. 


Enter Delia and Artichoak. 


See yonder, 2 Siſter Delia is come, welcome, good 
Siſter. 

Fran. Welcome good Siſter, how do you like the 

Tire of my Head? , VO , 


Del. 


wi 


Del. Very well, Siſter. | 
Civ, I am glad you're come, Siſter Delia, to give or- 
der for Supper, they will be here ſoon. w rages! 
Art. Ay, but if good luck had not ſerv'd, ſhe had 
Not been lars now ; filching Flowerdale had like 
To pepper'd us, but for Maſter Oliver we had been robb'd. 
Del. Peace, Sirrah, no more, 
Faith, Robb'd! by whom? 
2 Marry by none but by Flowerdale, he is turn'd 
1 
Civ. By my Faith, but that is not well ; but God be 
prais'd for your Eſcape; will you draw near, Siſter ? 
Fath, Sirrah, come hither ; would Flowerdale, he 
that was my Maſter, a robbed you, I prithee tell me 
true? 
2 Yes, i'faith, even that Flowerdale that was thy 
Maſter. 

Fath, Hold thee, there is a French Crown, and ſpeak 
no more of this. ** | 
Art. Not I, not a word, now do I ſmell Knayery ; 

In every Purſe Flowerdale takes, he is half: | 
And gives me this to keep Counſel, not a word 1. 
Fauth. Why God a Mercy. 
Fran. Siſter, look here, I have a new Dutch Maid, 


| And ſhe ſpeaks ſo fine, it would do your Heart good. 


Civ, How do you like her, Siſter ? 

Del. I like your Maid well, | 

Civ. Well, dear Siſter, will you draw near, and give 
directions for Supper, Gueſts will be here preſently. 

Del. Yes, Brother, lead the way, 1'll follow you. 

| [Exeunt all but Delia and Luce, 

Hark you, Datch Frow, a word. 

Luce, Vat is your vill wit me? =_—_ 

Del. Siſter Luce, tis not your broken Language, 
Nor this ſame Habit can diſguiſe your Face | 
From I that know you; pray tell me, what means this? 
Luce. Siſter, 1 ſee you know me, yet be ſecret; 
This borrow'd Shape that I have ta'en upon me, 
ls but to keep my ſelf a ſpace unknown 
doth from my Father and my neareſt Friends; 


Until 
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| Until I ſee how time will bring to paſs, EY 
d "The deſperate Courſe of Maſter Flawerdale, . 
Del. O he is worſe than bad, I prithee leave him, 
And let not once thy Heart to think on him. 
Luce. Do not perſuade me once to ſuch a Thought, 
Imagine yet, that he is worſe than nought; | 
Yet one good Time may all that Ill undo, 
That all his former Life did run into. 
Therefore, kind Siſter, do not diſcloſe my Eſtate, 
If e'er bis Heart doth turn, tis ne'er too late. 
Del. Well, ſeeing no Counſel can remove your Mind, 


ll not diſcloſe you, that are wilful blind. 
_ Lace, Delia, | thank you. I now muſt pleaſe her Eyes, ( 
My Siſter Frances, neither fair nor wiſe, LEA, 
Enter Flowerdale ſolus; b 
Flow. On goes he that knows no end of his Journey, 1 
I have paſs'd. the very utmoſt bounds of Shifting, ' 
I have no Courſe now but to hang my ſelf; 
I have liv'd ſince Yeſterday two a-Clock, of a 
Spice-Cake I had at a Burial : And for Drink, 
I got it at an Ale-houſe among Porters, ſuch as 6 
Will bear out a Man, if he have no Money indeed; 0 
I mean out of their Companies, for they are Men * 
Of good Carriage. Who comes here?: Fi 
Tho two Cony-catchers that won all my Money of me. WF 
Try if they'll lend me any. 4 
| | oy 8 
4 | Euter Dick and Ralph. Th 
What, Mr. Richard, how do you do? A 
How doſt thou Rh? By Gad, Gentlemen, the World 
Grows bare with me : will you do as much as lend 
Me an Angel berween you both, you know you 
Won a hundred of me the other day. g 
Ralph. How, an Angel? Gad damn us if we loſt no Hon. 
every Penny within an Hour aſter thou wert gone. te 


_. Flow, I prithee lend me ſo much as will pay for ny 
IM pay you again, as Iam a Gentleman. 2 | 


: 
” 
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b. T'Faith we have not a Farthing, not a Mite; © 

18055 at it, Mr. Flowerdale, - 

You will ſo careleſly undo your ſelf ; 

Why you will loſe more Money in an Hour, 

Than any honeſt Man ſpends in a Year; 

For Shame betake you to ſome honeſ} Trade, 

And live not thus ſo like a Vagabond. [Exennt. 
Flow, A Vagabond indeed, more Villains you: 

They gave me Counſel that firſt cozen'd me; 

Thoſe Devils firſt brought me to this I am, 

| And being thus, the firſt that do me wrong. 

ind Well, yer 1 have one Friend left in ſtore. 

Not far from hence there dwells a Cockatrice, 

1% WW One that I firſt put in a Sattin Gown, 

41. And not a Tooth that dwells within her Head, 

But ſtands me at the leaſt in twenty Pound: 

Her will I viſit now my Coin is gone, 

And as I take it here dwells the Gentlewoman. - 

What ho, is Miſtreſs Apricock within? 


Enter Ruffian. 


Raf. What ſawcy Raſcal is that which knocks ſo bold? 
O, is it you, old Spend-thrift ? are you here? 
| One that is turned Cozener about the Town: 
My Miſtreſs ſaw you, and. ſends this Word by me, 
Either be packing quickly from the Door, 
Or you ſhall have fuch a Greeting ſent you ſtraight, 
As you will little like on, you had beſt be gone. [Exit. 
Flow, Why ſo, this is as it ſhould: be, being poor, 
Thus art thou ſerv'd by a vile painted Whore. 
Well, ſince thy damned Crew do ſo abuſe thee, 
wal i of baneſt Men, how they will uſe me. 


ney, 


Enter an ancient Citixen. 


Ann Lbeſeech you to take Compaſſion of a Man: 
One whoſe Fortunes have been better than at this Inſtant 
or mf bey ſeem to be; but if. I might crave of you ſome little 
| Portion, 


— 
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Portion, as would bring me to my Friends, I would reſt 

thankful, until 1 had requited ſo great a Courteſy. 

t. Fie, fie, young Man, this Courſe is very bad, 

Too many ſuch have we about this City ana 

Yet for I have not ſeen you in this ſort, 

Nor noted you to be a common Beggar, 

Hold, there's an Angel to bear your Cha 

Down, go to your Friends, do not on this depend, 

Such ba Innings oft have worſer Ends. [Exit Cit, 
Flow. Worſer ends: Nay, if it fall out 

No worſe than in old Angels I care not, 

Nay, now I have had ſuch a fortunate Beginning, 

Til not let a ſixpenny Purſe eſcape me: 

By the Maſs here comes another. 


Enter a Citizen's Wife with a Torch before her. 


God bleſs you, fair Miſtreſs. 626 ts 
Now would it pleaſe you, Gentlewoman, to look into 
the Wants of 4 poor Gentleman, a younger Brother, I 
doubt not but God will treble reſtore it back again, one 
that never before this time demanded Penny, Half-penoy, 
nor Farthing. 

Cit. Wife. Stay Alexander, now by my Troth a very 
proper Man, and 'tis great Pity ; hold, my Friend, there's 
all the Money 1 have about me, a couple a Shillings, 
and-God bleſs thee. 1 , 

Fla. Now God thank you, ſweet Lady, if you have 
any Friend, or Garden-houſe, where you may imploy a 

Gentleman as your Friend, I am yours to com- 
mand in all ſecret Service. 

Cit. Wife. I thank you good Friend, I prithee let me 
ſee that again I gave thee, there is one of them a braſs 
Shilling, give me them, and here is half a Crown in Gold. 

A [He gives it her. 
Now out upon thee, Raſcal: ſecret Service! what doſt 
thou make of me? It were a good Deed to have thee 
whipt: Now I have my Money again, I'll ſee thee 
hang'd before I give thee a Penny, Secret Service! 
on, good Alexander. |  [Exennt 1 
| ow, 
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Flow. This is villainbus Luck, I perceive Diſhoneſty 
Will not ahrive; here comes more, God forgive me, 
Sir Arthur and Mr, Oliver, aforegod I'll; ſpeak to them. 
God fave you, Sir Arthur; God fave, you, Me. Oliver. 
Oli. Been you there, Zirrah, come, will you taken 
your ſelyes to your Tools, Coyſtrel? ef 
Flow. Nay, Mr: Oliver, I'll not fight with you, 
Alas, Sir, you know it was nat my doing. 
5 It was only. a Plot to get Sir. Lancelot's Daughter ; 
By, Gad 1 never meant you, harm 
Oli. And whore is the Gentle woman thy Wife, Mezel2 
Whore is ſhe, Zirrah, a2 ” $I 
Flow, By my troth, Mr. Oliver, ſick, very ſick; 
And Gad is my Judge, I know not what means to make 
en 


for her, 1 dle woman. | 
Oli. Tell me true, is ſhe ſick ? tell me true itch” viſe 
thee, 'v 4. 5 | 


Flow, Yes faith, I tell you true: Mr. Oliver, if you 
0 would do me the ſmall kindneſs, but to lend me forty 
| Shillings ;. So Gad help me, I will pay you ſo ſoon as 
e my Ability ſnall make me able, as I am a Gentleman. 


, . Oli, Well thou zaiſt thy Wife is zick; hold, there's 
vorty Shillings, give it to thy Wife, look thou give it 
7 her, or 1 ſhall zo veze thee, thou wert not zo vezed 
's this zeven year, look to it. 25 | 
85 Arth, Ifaith, Mr. Oliver, it is in yain 
To give to him that never thinks of her, - 
e Oli. Well, would che could yvind it. 8 
a Flow, I tell you true, Sir Arthur, as I am a Gentle- 
n- man. 


Oli. Well, farewel zirrah 51 come, Sir Arthur. 


* r ce on word I. Exeunt Ambo. 
1 Flow. By the Lord, this is excellent: 

d. Five golden Angels compaſt in an Hour. 

r. If this Trade hold, I'll never ſeek a new: p 

t Welcome, ſweet Gold, and Beggary adieu. 
ee ei zi zig front eber Do n n 
ec Enter Uncle and Father. 


o, nc. See, Kefer, if you can find the Houſe. 
Vo t. IX, F Flow. 
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How, Who's here, my Uncle, and my Man x 

I the Maſs *tis they. * 7 140 Peg 7 | 3 

How do you, Uncle? how doſt thou, Keſter ? 

By my troth, Uncle, you muſt needs 

Me ſome Money, the poor Gentlewoman 

My Wife, ſo Gad help me, is very ſick. 

I was robb'd of the hundred Angels 

You gave me, they are gone, | 
Unc. Ay, they are gone indeed, come, Kefler, away. 


Flow. Nay, Uncle, do you hear, good Uncle? 
Duc. Out, Hypocrite, I will not hear thee ſpeak ; 
Come, leave him, Keſter. 

Flow. Keſter, honeſt Keſter. 

© Fath. Sir, 1 have nought to ſay to you, 

Open the Door to my Kin, thou bade beſt 

Lock't faſt, for there's a falſe Knave without. 
Flo. You are an old lying Raſcal, 

So you are, [ Exeunt Ambo, 


Enter Luce. 


Tuce. Vat is the matter, vat be you, Yonker? 
Flow. By this Light a Dutch Frow, they ſay they are 
called kind, by this Light 1'll try her. 
Tuc. Vat be you, Yonker, why do you not ſpeak? 
Flow. By my troth, Sweet-heart, a poor Gentleman 
that would deſire of you, if it ſtand with your liking, 
the bounty of your Purſe. | 


Enter young Flowerdale's Father. 


Luce. O here God, ſo young an Armine. 
Flow. Armine, Sweet-heart, I know not what you 
mean by that, but I am almoſt a Beggar. 

Lute. _ 1 a married Man, vere been your 

ife 

Here is all 1 have, take dis. 55 
Flow. What Gold, young Frow ? this is brave. 
Fath. If he have any Grace, he'll now repent. 
Lace. Why ſpeak you not, yere be your Vitc: | 


<> of %. ,7 


out 
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Flow, Dead, dead, ſhe's dead, tis ſhe hath undone 

nn * ee 4 
Spent me all I had, and kept Raſcals under my Noſe 
to brave me, | | | 

Luce. Did you uſe her vell ? 

Flow. Uſe her, there's never a Gentlewoman in 
England could be better uſed than I did her; I could 
but Coach her; her Diet ſtood me in forty Pound a 
_— bat ſhe is dead, and in her Graye my Cares ate 

Luce. Indeed dat yas not ſcone. 

Fath. He is turn'd more Devil than he was before. 

_ Flow. Thou doſt belong to Maſter Civet here, doſt 
thou not? | 

Luce. Yes, me do, 

Flow. Why there's it, there's not a handful of Pla 
But belongs to me, Gad's my Judge: | 
If I had ſuch a Wench as thou art, 


There's never a Man in England would make more 


Ot her, than I would do, ſo ſhe had any Stock. 

| 76 Bt ' [They call within. 
O why Tanikine  .. | 
Luce, Stay, one doth call, I ſhall come by and by 


n. 
Th By this hand this. Dutch Wench is in love with 
me. | 
Were it not admirable to make her ſteal 
All Civet*s Plate, and run away? 
Fath, Twere beaſtly. O Maſter Flowerdale, 
Have you no fear of God, nor Conſcience ? 
What do you mean, by this vile courſe you take ? 
Flow. What do I mean? why, to live, that I mean. 
Fath, To live in this ſort, Fd upon the courſe, 
Your Life doth ſhow, you are a very Coward. 
Flow, A Coward, I pray in what ? 
Fath. Why you will borrow Six-pence of a Boy. 
Flow. *sNails, is there ſuch a Cowardice in that? 1 
dare borrow it of a Man, ay, and of the talleſt Man in 
England, if he will lend it me: Let me borrow it how T 
can, and let them come by it how they dare. And it - 
F 2 we 
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Cel eee ben 
well known, I might ride out a hundred times if! 
. 
Farb. It was not want of Will, but Cowardice, 
There is none that lends to you, but know. they gain: 
Aud What is that but only Stealth in you? | | 
Delia might hang ye now, did not her heart 
Take pity of you for ah Fare We I , / 
Go get you hence, leit ling ring here you-ſtay, 
You fall into their hand — Jook So Bok * 2 
Flow, III tarry here, til * Dutch From comes, 
If allzhe Devils in Hell were here. [Exit Father, 


DJ 


2322 41. 7 _ . Oo t©cd T * 
Euter Sir Lancelot, Mr. Weathercock, and. Artichoak, 


Tuanc. Where is the Door? are we not paſt it, Ari. 
choak ? dee 
Art. By the Maſs here's one. | 
IIb ask him: Do you hear, Sir? [way 
What, are you ſo proud? do you hear, which is th 
To'Mr.Goe:'s houſe ? what, will you not ſpeak ? 
O me, this'is filching Flowerdale. l 
Tac. O wonderful, is this leud Villain here?) 
O you cheating Rogue, you Cut- purſe, Cony-catcher, 
What Ditch, you Villain, is my Daughter's Grave? 
A cozening Raſcal, that muſt make a Will, 
Take on him that ſtrict Habit, very that?: 
When he ſhould turn to Angel, a dying Grace, 
I'll Father-in-Law you, Sir, I'll make a Will: 
Speak, Villain, where's my Daughter 
Poiſon'd, I warrant you, or knock'd 4 the Head: 
And to abuſe good Maſter Weathercock, with 
His forg' d will and Maſter Weathercock, —_ 
To make my grounded Reſolution; 
Then to abuſe the Devonſhire Gentleman : 
Go, away wuh him to Priſon. 
Hau, Wherefore to Priſon ? Sir, 1 will not go. 


4 


Xx 


Enter 


"nter 
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Enter Maſter Civet, his Wife, Oliver, Sir Arthur, 
young Flowerdale's Father, Uncle, and Delia, 
Lanc. O here's his Uncle: 
Welcome, Gentlemen, welcome all: : 
Such a Cearner, Gentlemen, a Murderer too 
For any thing I know, my Daughter is miſſi 


Hath been look'd for, — be found, a vild upon 


thee. 


Unc. He is my Kinſman, altho his Life be vile, 
Therefore, in God's Name, do with him what you will. 
Lance, Marry to Priſon. 


Flow, Wherefore to Priſon, ſnick-up? I owe you no- 
thing. 


Lanc. Bring forth my Daughter the, away with 


him. 


Flow. Go ſeek your Danghrer, what do lay to my 
Charge ?. | | 
Lanc. Suſpicion of. Murder, go, away with him, 
Flow, Murder your Dogs, I murder. your Dau, 2hter ? 
Come, Uncle, I know you'll bail me. | 
Unc. Not I, were there no more, 
Than I the Jaylor, thou the Priſoner, 
Lane, Go, away with him. | 


Enter Luce like a T . 


Luce. 0 my Life, where will pow: ha de Man? 
Vat ha de Yonker done! 


Meutb. Woman, he hath kill'd his Wife. 

Luce. His Wife, dat is not good, dat is not ſeen, 

Lane, Haag not upon him, Huſwife, if you do I'll 
lay you by him. 5 

Lute. Have me no, and or way do you leave him, 
He tell me dat he love me heartily. 


Fran. Lead away my Maid to Priſon why Tom, will 


jou ſuffer that? | 

Civ, No, by your leave, Father, me is n vagrant: 2 
the is my Wife's Chamber-maid, and as true as 1 
Skin dernen any Man's Brows here. 


; 


Lane: 


Nor he, nor | ſhall to the Priſon go: 
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Lanc. Go to, you're both Fools: 


- Son'Civet, of my Life this is a Plot. 
Some ſtragling Counterfeit profer'd to you, 


No doubt to rob you of your Plate and Jewels: 
I'll have you led away to Priſon, Trull. 
Luce, I am no Trull, neither -outlandiſh Frow, 


Know you me now? nay, never fland amaz'd. | 


Father, I know I have offended you, 


And tho that Duty wills me bend my Knees 
To you in Duty and Obedience; 
Yet this ways do I turn, and to him yield 
My.Love, my Duty, and my Humbleneſs. 
Lanc. Baſtard in Nature, kneel to ſuch a Slave! 
Lace. O Maſter Flowerdale, if too much Grief 
Have not ſtopt up the Organs of your Voice, 
Then ſpeak to her that is thy faithful Wife, 
Or doth Contempt of me thus tye thy Tongue? 


Turn not away, I am no Æthiope, / 
No wanton Creffid, nor a changing Hellen: 

But rather one made wretched by thy Loſs. Y 
What turn'ſt thou ſtill from me? O then B 
I gueſs thee wofull'ſt among hapleſs Men. 

- Flv. I am indeed, Wife, Wonder among Wives! I 
Thy Chaſtity and Virtue hath infus'd 20 
Another Soul in me, red with Defame. A 
For in my bluſhing Cheeks is ſeen my Shame. ha 

Lane. Out Hypocrite, I charge thee truſt him not. kat 


Luce. Not truſt him? by the hopes of after mi 
— 47: | 
J know no Sorrow can be compar'd to his. 
Lancs: Well, ſince thou wert ordain'd to Beggary, 
Follow thy Fortune, I wy thee. 
Oli. Ywood che were ſo well ydouſſed as was ever 
white Cloth in tocking Mill, an che ha not made me 


tep. N 

= If he hath any Grace he'll now repent. 

Arth. h moves my Heart. 

Weath. By my Troth I muſt weep, I cannot chuſe. 
Unc, None but a Beaſt would ſuch a Maid miſuſe, 


Flows 


3 


ter 


i{e. 


e. 
ew 
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Flow. Content thy ſelf, J hope to win his Fayour, 
And to redeem my Reputation loſt : 
And, Gentlemen, believe me, I beſeech 
1 hope your Eyes ſhall behold. ſuch Change, 
As ſhall deceive your Expectation. 
oli. I would che were ſplit now, but che believe him. 
Tan. How, believe him! * 
 Weath. By the Matkins, 1 do. 
Lance. What do you think that e'er he will have Grace? 
IWeath. By my Faith it will go hard, | 
Oli, Well, che vor ye he is chang'd ; and, Mr. Fla. 
dale, in hope you been fo, hold there's vorty Pound 
toward your zetting up: what be not aſhamed, vang it, 
Man, vang it z be a good Husband, loven to your Wife, 
And you ſhall not want for vorty more I che vor thee. 
Arth. My Means are little, but if you'll follow me, 
I will inſtruct you in my ableſt Power; "1 
But to your Wife 1 give this Diamond, | 
And prove true Diamond fair in all your Life. 
Flow. Thanks, good Sir Arthur: Mr. Oliver, 
You being my Enemy, and grown ſo kind, 
Binds me in all endeavour to reſtore. | 
Oli. What, reſtore me no reſtorings, Man, 
I have vorty Pound more here, vang it : 
Zouth chill devie London elſe; What, do not think me 
A Mezel or a Scoundrel, to throw away my Mony? che 
have an hundred Pound more to pace of any good Spo- 
tation: I hope your Under and your Uncle will vallow 
my zamplas. | 
Unc. You have gueſt right of me, if he leave off this 
courſe of Life, he ſhall be mine Heir, 
Lanc. But he ſhall never get a Groat of me; 
A Cozener, a Deceiver, one that kill'd his painful 
Father, honeſt Gentleman, | 
That paſs*d the fearful Danger of the Sea 
To get him Living, and maintain him brave. 
Weath, What, hath he kill'd his Father? 
Lanc. Ay, Sir, with conceit of his vile courſes. 
Fath, Sir, you are miſinform d, (ſelf. 
Lanc. Why, thou old Knave, thou told'ſt me fo thy 
F 4 Fat. 


2 - 
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Siſter Delia, ſhall I give her my Fan? 
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Fat 1 wrong'd him then: 

And toward my "Maſter" s Stock, | 

There's twenty Nobles for to Anette amends. 
Flow. No, Kefter, I have troubled thee, and wrongs 

thee more, 

What thou in love gives, Tin Jove reſtore | 
Fran. Ha, ha, Siſter, there you plaid bo-peep with us: 

Tom, what ſhall | give- her toward 'Houſhold? 


Del. You were beſt ask your Husband. 
- Fran. Shall I, Tom ? 
av. Ay, do, Frank, I'll buy thee a new one, with a 
* handle. 
Fran. A ruſſet one, Tom. 13 
Civ. Ay, with ruſſet Feathers, | 
Fran. Here, Siſter, there's my Faw toward Houſhold, 
70 keep you warm. 
Luce. I thank you, Siſter. 
 Weath, Why this is well, and toward fair Luce's Stock, 
here's forty' Shillings : And forty good Shillings more, 
I'll give her, marry. Come, Sir Lancelot, 1 muſt haye 
zu Friends, 


Lance. Not J, all this is Counterfeit, Ws r 
He will conſumg it, were it a Million. uy y Da 
-* Fath. Sir, what? is your Daughter's Dower worth? 
* Lanc. Had ſhe been married eo an honeſt Man, ( 
Te had been better than a thouſand Pound. 
Fath. Pay it him, and 1'll give you my Bond, ( 
To make her Jointure better worth than three. Dil 
© Lane.” Your Bond, Sir! why, what are you ? L 
Fath. One, whoſe Word in London, tho 1 ſay it, In! 


Will paſs there for as much as yours. 
Lanc, Wert not thou late that Unthrift' sServing-man? Del; 
Fath. Look on me better, now my Scar is off: 

Ne'er muſe Man, at this Metamorphoſie. 

Lanc. Maſter Flowerdale / 
Flow. My Father! O I ſhame to look on him. 

Pardon, dear Father, the Follies that are paſt. 
© Fath, Son, Son, I do, and joy at this thy Change, 

And applaud thy Fortune in this virtuous Maid, —.(— 


% 
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Whom Heay'n hath ſent to thee to fave thy Soul. 

Luce. This addeth Joy to Joy, high Heav'n be prais * 

Weath, Mr. Flowerdale, "welcome - 470M Death, yoo” 
Mr. Flowerdle.'© 7 5601 9D Wo ni 1s 
Twas ſaid ſo here, twas dai e tha od Faith. 

Fath. I eaus'd that Rumour to be ſpread w_ ſelf, 
Becauſe I'd ſee che Humours of my Son, | 
Which to relate the Circumſtance is needleſs > 
And Sirrah, ſee you run no more into that a e 3 
For he that's once cut'd of that malady, * 
Of Riot, Swearing, Drunkenneſs, and pride, | 
And falls a again f io the like diftreſs; ” 10014 of 
That Fever is deadly, doth till dad abs: 
duch Men die mad, as of a Calenture. | 

Flow. Heav'n helping me, I'll hate the courſe as Hell. 

Unc. Say it, and do it, Couſin, all is well. 

Lanc. Well, being in hope you'll prove an honeſt Man, 
I take you to my favour. Brother Flowerdale, | 
Welcome with all my Heart: I ſee your Care 
| Hath brought theſe Acts to this Concluſion, 
N And I am 'glad of it, come let's in and feaſt. 

Oli, Nay zoft you a while, you promis'd to make 
vir Arthur and me amends, here is your wiſeſt 
Daughter, ſee which aw have. 

Lanc. A God's Name ye have r get hers. 

Oli. How 7 you 8 Dataſel ? 

Del, I, 2 

Oli, Why, n fen Gor a Vicar, a4 chill have ie 
Diſpatched in a trice} ſ@ chill. 350 2 

Del. Pardon me, Sir, 1migan J am yours, 

In Love, in Duty, and Ace Fe&ion. 
But not to love as Wife, {MAP nc'er be (aid, 
n? Delia was buried, married, but a Maid. 
Arth. Do not condemn: your ſelf for ever, 
Vinudus Fair, you were born to love. 
Oli. Why you ſay true, Sir Arthur, ſhe was ybore 
to it, 
o well as her Mother; but 1 pray you ſhew us 
me Zamples or Reaſons why you will not marry * 


F $ Dall. 


* 
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Del. Not that I do. condemn a — 11 
Fot tis no doubt a ſanctimonious thing: 
But ſor the care and croſſes of a Wife, 
The trouble in this World that Children bring, 
My Vow's in Heav'n, in Earth to live alone; 
Husbands, howſdever good, L will have none. 
Oli. Why then, chill live a. Batchelor too, 
Che zet not a vig by a Wiſe, if a W ite zet not a vig 
By me: Come, ſhall's go 10. Dinner? 
Fatb. [a mom your” Companies. in Marks 
26 | 
To Night we'll frolick in Mr, Giver! $ Houſe,.. 


And ta ne apr ol Carouſe, 
An mne. 


— —— — —— —ö—— 
-— - ww K — — 


„1 


— 
wa — _ = — — — — —y—ꝛ— — —— — 


— pp - 


— N - — — 


1 
I. 
wi 

00 


— AE : — > 2 Men " F — — — 
n 1 4 i WH I ml 1 p s + $159-5% "2 : 14 \ 14 agen - he. 4 $3 1 , : 4 , 
: : , 4 | | l 111 . R * P 97 27 - - b - > +> f * 1 * 
N Il : i! * P - * f * 1 
| . e | 9 792 Pr : - 4 { 
| ' : | | l : 5 N 2 hl * - | 
Tort! 1128 \ via. ' | a b \ / 
| Mn : * > Ms” i 
p - - : " 


With 

060 
"nl , — 

4 - : 5 1 0 * "8 a . =. - Y s A. ' ' | 

2 4 l 10 - | G * x 8 N _ | = 

LM nt { | Is p ra, f 8 2 „ 

e ll | 


tl 


1 
: 
: 
111K 


2 d — 
by * =” : 
" [ 
: * bu ly \ 
* p „ 2 1 


? Wa 0 1 9007 WE We 1 P11. I M1 mmm 72 = = 5. — . WI ifs 
e h, 


ni ay 1 : 2242224475125 Az te 486. 
n 0 5 EOF 77 AA 6 
Attumen on” 110 1 IH FIESTA * . — = : 5 8 We . ets, 
* . th $ ? 71 ne & 136 7 , - 2. 5 oo 2 | \ , wee \ . 


7 252 23119 + 


- . o 
„„ 


Lud Du OGuermer mv.ct Soul} 
| a 1 


—— 


922 


NI N. Y y - - | | | | k ; : : 4 | n . 5 | = ; 223 AL 1110 | | d 
l / * 1 PQM 


1 
| 1223 ” . , * 
Hf --* s ' as 
WJ 3 1 2 5 N — 190 | 
/ WH . e. 1 1 * TE = | Q 
f , 27 „ . 2 = 7 - > 7 TH a 1 8 2 | . ' 
K - 7 - g 4 E — $66 4 
77 HI ute 5 | PP ws _— \ : DPM, J 
* : l corn Di fa» : — EE 2222 5 pu | — * wo 2 4 - 2 14 N | l —— . -, £ 57 - . 
232 A + xx I” 155 22 N 10 HH J 
— — 


———— — —— — — 2 4 
: "ny ts * 9 2 8 Mm a; wt 1 
3 . ** e N - WT * We , —— — x F a” 2 


- * 1 2 — 


— © - - . : 
- by _ 4 — — —— — — — - —— = — 2 
— . — 3 — — m — — - — . — — — — — — — — — — 
— 122 — — < 
— TEES — — — rere . 
—— — — 
* — — . A eo  - — —— — RS 


— — 


- — 
- — — —— — — 


Printed in the VEAR MDCCXXVIII. 


£ 


4 K ＋ p 


| Dramas 8 ren 


1 K E 1 
Duke of Suffolk. 


Earl of Bedford and his Ho. | 
print 6 Wolſey, v1 . 1 ? 
ee Hf} (| 
© pay I Moor- ö | 
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Str Ralph Sadler. 
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Towns Thomas Cromwell, Om Al de 1 
Maſter Bowſer, a Merchant. ; 
Baniſter, 4 broken Merchant, and his Wife. 
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> Friskiball, @ Florentine Merchant. 
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States and Officers of Bononia. 
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Enter Hodge; and, vaup other. $79 wh rn 5 
ttt ©! 198. Cromwell. ot 2855 0 

Mils lis zi 21 NON nid 

ehen 11 HGE. 10 'W 2269 
aux. Maſters, 1 think it 4 paſt five 

a- Clock, is {it notitime we! were at 
Work ? mp ald: Maſter be Ill be Rirring-. 


anon. | 
rnb. I. cannot tell whether my 
old Mafter will be ſtirring or no z bur 
Jam ſure chan haräly rate) ny Afrernoan's Nap for = 
my young Maſter Thomas he keeps ſuch: à coil in his 
Study, with the Suh, and t the Mbon, ;and::vhe . fever 
_ that 1 do yerily think he'll read out his Wits. # 
1 | Hod 
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Hodge. He Skill of the Stars? 
- There's Goodman Car of Fulham, 

He that carried us to the ſtro ag Ale, where Goody de 
Had ber Maid got with Child.» O, he OOO IS, 
He'l tickle you Charles s Vain in nine Degrees: 
9 
When e tha by the Str 
2 Hir An hervegrex Vie indeed; Tthink Hhomas 
Be no. body in compariſon to him. 
1 Hnith. Well, Maſters, come, ſhall we to our Hammers? 
WW. 4 Ay, content, - firſt let's take our Morning's 
ught, and then to work roundly, 


e oy prey {7 
Enter young Cromwell. 


Crom. Good · morrow, Morn, I do ſalute thy pn, 
— The Night ſeems tedious to my troubled Soul: 
Whofe black Obſcurity binde in "my! Mind 
A thouſand ſundry Cogitations: N 
And now Aurora with a 2 Die, 
Adds Comfort ta my 1 5p wo that mounts on high, 

T Too high indeed, my ſtate being ſo mean: 
My Study like a Mineral of Gold, AA 
Makes my Heart proud, wherein my hope's enroll'd; 
My Books are all the Wealth I do polſels, . AA 
And unto them I have e Heart? | 
O, Learning, how divine thou ſeem'ſt to me 
Within whoſe Arms is all Felicity. 
Peace with your Hammers, leave your knocking there. 


Death of 


a 2 


ne fo 


Tas within-they'beas with their Hammers. 


von do diſturb my Study and my Reſt; 
Leave off, I you mad mo wit the Noiſe. -- 


Enter Hodge, and the roy Men, 


odge. Why; heed Maſter Thomas, bo es 
Will you not let us work for you? CT AM; 


. Tou b * _—_ widemaking ofthis Noſe. 


Ty I mode, 


— 1 = 
4 | [Exeunc: 


Fr 
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Hodge. How, fret your Hean ? Ay, but Thome, you'll | 
Fret your Father's Pueſe-if-you. let us from Working. 

25mith, Ay, this tis for him to make him a Gendeman : 
Shall we leave work for your muſing? that's well i faith ;._ 
de comes * a Maſter pow. 


* i! '3 £7 


ood ola Cromwell, 


Old Crom.Y ou idle Knaves,what are you joy 
No Hammers walking, and my Work to 407 
What not a Heat among your Work to day? | 
hope, 8 Marry, Sir, your Son Themas will not . 
work at 

Old Cram. Why, K naye I ſay,bave I chus cark” nde 
And all to keep thee like a Gentlema | 
And doſt thou let my Servants at their "work 
That ſweat for thee, Knave ? -labour thus for thee oe 

Crom. Father, their Hammers do offend 
Old om. Out of my doors, yp 1 G out it ety. 

you Mercy, are your Ears ſo 
1! thee, Knave, theſe et when 1 75 ſleep 3... 
I will not have my Anvil ſtand for thee, * 

Crom. There's Money, Father, I will pay 8 

Lie throws Money. among thens 
ola cm. Have I thus brought thee up unto my coſt, 
In hope that one day thou wouldſt relieve my 1 | 
And art thou now ſo layiſh of thy Coin, | 
To ſcatter it among theſe idle Knaves ? 

Crom. Father be patient, and content your ſelf, 

The time will come I ſhall hold Gold as tralh.: 

And here 1 ſpeak with æ preſaging Soul, 

To build a Palace where now this Conage tanks 
As fine as is King Henry's Houſe at r= 

Old Crow. You build a Hauſe? you Knave, youth 

Now afore God all is but caſt away 

That is beſtow'd upon this rheifileſs Lad: 

Well, bad I bound him to ſome honeſt Trade, 

This had not been ; but it was his Mother's doing, 

To ſend him to the Uaiverſi ity : 

Hoy? build a Houle where now this Cottage ſtands, 


Jer 
* 


* 


A 


As 


hat theit 
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As fair as that at Shen? he ſhall not hea r me, 11 


A good Boy Tom, I con thee thank Ts * ib 
Well aid Tom, Grammarcies Thm + * 32 uh, An, 


In In $6/your work; Knaves4"bpties Fab bey. 


en 
Warr 2. 


” mw 


Eren all but Fa Crowe. 
Crom. Why ſhould _ Birch th koug own my mounting. 


Spirit ? = 
Are not all Creatures ſubj 5 unto Saga 2 
To time, who dot abuſe the World, © 
And fills it full of hodge-po 
There's Legions now 5 
ie Böer did fpring from Kings) 
And A now, whoſe Fathers were 
of their Age; for Time aal e. 
Wears out a noble train to Be; 495 - ak * 
And from the Vur ran 


SEE 


This is butiCburſe, ohe i the name eh; _ 


1 
3 $4) 


I | 
I 


5 


. * mene 
e oh N 


IT) 


Is ſeen as often ad it whi about?! 


The River Thames, thatby bur Door * aſs, 
His firſt beginning i is bur. Ti 

Yet keeping on his Courſe grows to a Sed. 
And Hkewife Wolſey, the wonder of dur 1225 
His Birth as f as mine, a Rutcher!s Son; 
Now who within this Lind 4 greater Man? 


—— 


Then Crom tobil, _ thee up, and tell thy Soul, 


flpuriſh and controul, 


N ft? "S731 


That thou may lr te 
i. 


yd fr OY th Ener olf C Ciatnvelt. ” 


Old Crom. 1 ist This 14% 912 


Crom. Do you call. Sir? &. Modem 23 


alf agd ſhallow, ©  * wy 


-- 7 > 


3! 


15 


old Crom. Here is Maſter Bowſer come to know if 
you have Uiſpatch'd 'his Perition for” the Lords of the 


Council, or no. 


Crom. Father, I have, beate) ou to ealf biel in. 
OA — 25 That wen faid, Tom, 2 22 Lad; Tom. 


4 10 


11. . * 2 
1 1 


e 


T 
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Enter Maſter Bow: er. * 
Bow. Now, Maſter Cromwell, have you dub 


this Petition? 
Crom. | have, Sir, pleaſe you to peruſe it. 
Bow. It ſhall not need, we'll read it as we go by Water, 
And, Maſter Cromwell, I have made a Motion 
May do you good, and if you like of it. 
Our Secretary at Antwerp, Sir, is dead, 
And the Merchants there have ſent to me, 
For to provide à Man fit for the Place: 
Now I do know none fitter than your ſelf, 
If with your liking it ſtand, Maſter Cromwell. 
Crom. With all my heart, Sir, and I much am bound, 
In Love and Duty for yuur Kindneſs ſhown. 
Old Crom. Body of me, Tom, © © 
Make haſte, leſt ſome body | 
Get between thee and home, Tom, 2 
thank you, good Maſter Bowſer, | 
I thank you for my. Boy, 40 | 
I thank you always, I thank you moſt heartily, sir; - 
Ho, a Cup of Beer here for Maſter Bauer. | 
Bow. It ſhall not need, Sir: : Maſter Cromwell, will 
you go ? 
Crom. I will attend yoo; Sir. | 
Old crom. Farewel, Tom, God bleſs thee, Tom, 7 
God ſpeed thee, good Tom. PT | [Exeant. 


Enter Bagot, a Broker, glu. 


Bar. 1 hope this Day is fatal unto ſome, 
And by their loſs muſt Bagor ſeek to gain. 
This is the Lodging of Maſter Frickibat, © 
A liberal Merchant, and a Florentine, 
To whom Baniſter owes a thouſand Pound, a 
A Merchant-Bankrupt, whoſe Father was wy Maſter. a 
What do I care for pity or regard, | 
He once was wealthy, but be now is fall'n, 


And this Morning have I got him arreſted | a 
: 
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At the Suit of Maſter Friskibal, | 

And by this means ſhall I be ſure of Coin, © 

For doing this ſame good to him unknown : 
And in good time, ſee where the Merchant comes. 


Enter Friskibal, 


Good-morrow to kind Maſter Friskibal. 
Friſ. Good-morrow to your ſelf, good Maſter Bagot, 
And what's the News you are ſo early ſtirring ? 
It is for Gain, I make no doubt of that. 
Bag. It is for the Love, Sir, that I bear to you, 
When did you fee your Debtor Baniſter ? 
Friſ. I promiſe you, I have not ſeen the Man 
This two Months day, his Poverty is ſuch, 
As 1 do think he ſhames to ſee his Friends. 
Bag. Why then aſſure your ſelf to ſee him ſtraight, V 
For at your Suit I have arreſted him, In 
And here they will be with bim preſently, 
Friſ. Arreſt him at my Suit? you were to blame, 
1 know the Man's Misfortunes to be ſuch, 
As he's not able for to pay the Debt, 
And were it known to ſome, he were undone. 
Dag. This is your pitiful Heart to think it ſo, 
But you are much deceiv'd in Banifter : 
Why, ſuch as he will break ſor Faſhion-ſake, 
And unto thoſe they owe a thouſand Pound, 
Pay ſcarce a hundred. O, Sir, beware of bim, 
The Man is leudly given to Dice and Drabs, 
Spends all he hath in Harlots Companies, 
It is no mercy for to pity bim: 
I ſpeak the truth of him, for nothing elſe, 
But for the kindneſs that I bear to you. 
Friſ. If it be fo, he hath deceiv'd me much, 
And to deal ſtrictly with ſuch a one as he, 
Better ſevere than too much lenity : 
But here is Maſter Baniſter himſelf, 
And with him, as I tak't, the Officers. 


Enter 
«4 
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Enter Baniſter, his Wife, and two Officers. 


Ban. O Maſter Friskibal, you have undone me: 
My State was well nigh overthrown before, 

Now altogether down-caſt by your means. 
Mrs, Ban. O, Mr. Friskibal, pity my Husband's cafe, 
He is a Man hath liv'd as well as any, iT 

Till envious Fortune, and the ravenous Sea 
Did rob, diſrobe, and ſpoil us of our own. 
Friſ. Miſtreſs Baniſter, I envy not your Husband, 
Nor willingly would I have us'd him thus : 
But that I hear he is fo leudly given, 
Haunts wicked Company, and hath enough 
To pay his Debts, yet will not be known thereof, 
Ban. This is that damned Broker, that fame Bagot, 
Whom I have often from my Trencher fed: 
Ingrateful Villain for to uſe me thus, 
Bag. What I have ſaid to him is nought but Truth. 
Mrs, Ban, What thou haſt ſaid ſprings from an envious 
A Cannibal that doth eat Men alive : (Heart, 
But here upon my Knee, believe me, Sir, 
And what Lſpeak, fo help me God, is true, 
We ſcarce have Meat to feed our little Babes: 
Moſt of our Plate is in that Broker's Hand, 
Which had we Money to defray our Debts, 
O think, we would not bide that Penury : 
Be merciful, kind Maſter Friskibal, {he 
My Husband, . Children, and my ſelf will eat 
But one Meal a-day, the other will we keep and ſell. 
Friſ. Go too, I ſee thou art an envious Man, 
Good Miſtreſs Banifler, kneel not to me, 
I pray riſe up, you ſhall have your deſire. 
Hold Officers; be gone, there's for your pains. 
You know you owe to me a thouſand Pound, 
Here take my Hand, if e'er God make you able, 
And place you in your former State again, 
Pay me: but if ſtill your Fortune frown, 
Upon my Faith I'll never ask you Crown? 


* 
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I never yet did wrong to Men in thrall, 
For God doth know what to my ſelf may fall, 
Ban. This unexpected Favour undeſerv 'd, 5 
Doth make my Heart bleed inwardly with | joy: 
Ne'er may ought prof! per with me is my own, | | 
If I. forget this KindnefsFou haye ſhown. | 
Mrs. Ban. My Children in their Prayers both night and 
For your good Fortune and Succefs ſha'l pray. (day, 
Friſ. 1 thank you both, I pray go dine with me, 
Within theſe three Days, if God give me leave, 
I will to Florence to my native home: 
Hold, Bagot, there's 4 Pottague to drink, 


Altho you ill deſerv dit by your n: Bi 
Give not ſuch erueſ ſcope unto your Heart; 3 T 
Be ſure the i! ybu do will be requſted : ?: ugly Ai 
Remember, 85 at'l ſay, 8575 farewel. It 
Come, Maſter Baniſtet, you ſhall with me, Ex 


- My fare $ but ſimple, but welconte heartily. K 
[Exeunt all but Bagot. 
Bag. A Plague go ih you, would you had eat your laſt, 
10 this'the thanks I have for all my pain? 
Conſuſion light upon you bow» of DIRE Ray * 
Where he bad wont to give a ſcore of Crowns, NE Ye 
; Doth he now foiſt me with a Portague? = | 
Well, [ will be revenged upon this Baniſter. 
I'll to his Creditors, buy all the Debts he owes, Fc 


31 os 


As ſeeming that I do it for good will, A 
I am ſure to have them at an eaſy rate; — EP At 
And when 'tis done, in Chriſtendom he faxs: not, B 
But 1'lf make his Heart t'ake with ſorrow. ' | Tl 


> 


And if that Baniſter becomes my Debtor, _ 
By Heay'n and Earth, In make his e. the Seat 


OY | © [Exit Bagot. 


2 = P Enter Chorus. | 
Cho. Now, Gentlemen, imagine, n I. 
That young Cromwell is in Antwerp, v9 
Ledger for the Engliſh Merchants : © 
And Baniſter, 10 3 this Bagot's Hate, 


= 
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Hearing that he hath got ſome of his Debt, VN 
I fled to Antwerp. with his Wife ani Children 5 

Which Bagot hearing, is gone after them 1 
And chither ſends his Bills f Debt ' before, 

To be revengꝰ on wretthed' Baniſter : 

What doth fall out, with Patience ſit and ſe; 


A juſt Requital' of oye Treachory.” TD [Exit 


Enter Cromwell in his Study, with Bays 577 ly be- 
Ne him, Caſting of Accomnt. | 


com. Thus ellen reckonin ng doth zo flralt and ev 5 
Bur, Cromwell, this 6 ſame plodding fits not thee: 
Thy Mind is altogether ſet on travel, 

And not to live thus eloyſter'd, like a Nun: ud, 
It is not this ſame traſh that I regard, 

n is r Jewel of my Heart. 


£ 2 


| | Enter C Poſt, 
ao 1 pray, , Sir; are you ready to Aiſpatch me d 
Crom. Yes; here's thoſe Sums of Money you mult carry, 
You go ſo far as Frankford," do you not? 
Poſt, I do, Sir. | 
Crom. Well, prithee make all the baſte thou — 
for there be certain Engliſh Gentlemen 
Are bound for Venice, and may happily want, 
And if that you ſhould linger by the way: 
But in hope that you will make good ſpeed, | 
There's two Angels to buy you Spurs and Wands... 
Poſt, 1 thank you, Sir, this will add Wings indeed. 
og, Gold is of pow 'r to make an Eagle's ſpeed. 


Enter Miſtreſs Baniſter, 


What Gentlewoman is this, that grieves ſo much? 
It ſeems ſhe doth addreſs her ſelf to me, 

Mrs. Ban. God ſave Jou, Sir, pray is your Name Ma- 
ſter Cromwell ? * 


Crom. 
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vp 
* = 


crom. My Name is Themas Cromwell,” Gentlewoman, 
Mrs. Ban. Know you not one Bayer, Sir, that's come 


to Antwerp? 
Crom. No, truſt me, hewer Gr the Man, 
But here are Bills of Debt I have received | B 
Againſt one Baniſſer, a Merchant fall'n into decay. A 
Mrs. Ban. Into decay indeed, long of that Wretch: I. 
I am the Wife to woful Baniſter, = I 
And by that bloody Villain am purſu'd, | Ai 
From London, here to Antwerp. | A 
My Husband he is in the Governor's Hands, T] 
And God of Heay'n knows how hell deal with bim; At 
Now, Sir, your Heart is fram'd of milder Temper, | W 
Be merciful to a diſtreſſed Soul, It 
And God no doubt will treble bleſs your Gain. I 
Crom. Good Miſtreſs Baniſter, what I can, I will, TI 
In any thing that lies within my po wr. Ar 
Mrs. Ban. O ſpeak to 4 0 that ſame wicked 1. 
Wretch, | An 
An Angel's Voice may move a damned Devil. W 


Crom. Why is he come to Antwerp, as you hear ? Of 
Ars. Ban, 1 heard he landed forme two Hours ſince. I. 


Crom. Well, Miſtreſs Baniſter, aſſure your ſelf, Th 
J'll ſpeak to Bagot in your own behalf, Th 
And win him Yall the pity that I can: He 
Mean time, to comfort you, in your diſtreſs, An 


Receive theſe Angels to relieve your need, 
And be aſlur'd, that what I can _— 
- To do you good, no way I will 
Ars. Ban. That — God — each Mortal 
Heart, 
Keep * trouble, ſorrow, grief and ſmart, 
[Exit Miſtreſs Baniſter, 
Som. Thanks, courteous Woman, for thy hearty 
Pray'r 2 
It . to ſee her miſery, 
ut we that live under the Work of Fate, 
May hope the beſt, yet know not to what ſtate 
Our Stars and Deſtinies have us aſſi n'd, . 
Fiekle is Fortune, and her Face is _ 
wer 


ter, 
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dee Bagot a. 


Bag. So, all goes well, it is as I would have it, 
Baniſter, he is with the Governor: 
And ſhortly ſhall bave Gyves upon his Heels, 
It glads my Heart to think upon the Slave : 
J hope to have his Body rot in @ Priſon, 
And after here, his Wife to hang her ſelf, 
And all his Children die for want of Food. 
The Jewels I have brought to Antwerp | 
Are reckon'd to be worth five thouſand Pound, 
Which ſcarcely ſtood me in three hundred Pound; 
I bought them at an eaſy kind of rate, 
I care not which way they came by them 
That ſold them me, it comes not near my Heart; 
And leſt they ſhould be ſtole, as ſure they are, 
I thought it meet to ſell them here in Antwerp, 
And ſo have left them in the Governor's Hand, 
Who offers me within two hundred Pound 
Of all my Price: but now no more of that, 
I muſt go ſee and if my Bills be ſafe, 
The which I ſent to Maſter Cromwell, 
That if the Wind ſhould keep me on the Sea, 
He might arreſt him here before I came: (3 
And in good time, ſee where he is: God ſave you, 


Sir. , 
Enter Cromwell. 


Crom. And you; pray pardon me, I know you 
not. 
Bag. It may be ſo, Sir, but my Name is Bagot, 
The Man that ſent to you the Bills of Debt. 
Crom. O, the Man that purſnes Baniſter, 
Here are the Bills of Debt you ſent to me: 
As for the Man, you know beſt where he is. 
It is reported you've a Flinty Heart, 
A Mind that will not ſtoop to any Pity ; 


An Eye that knows not how to ſhed a Tear, 4 
a A 


— 


— ef 


A Hand that's always open for Reward. Bl 
But, Maſter Bagot, would you be rul'd by me, C 
You ſhould turn all theſe to the contrary ; : Te 
Your Heart ſhould ſtill have feeling of remorſe, At 
Your Mind, according to yout Statez be liberal Le 
To thoſe flat Rand in need, and in diſtreſ; 
Your Hand 40 help them that do ſtand- in want, Te 
Rather than with your Poiſs4d hold them down,” So, 
For every ill urn ho your ſelf more kind. Fot 


Thus ſhould ; do; pardob, I ſpeak my Mind, | 5 Dar 1 
Bag. I, Sir you ſpeak to hear ber L would way, No 


But yau moſt tive): 1 know, as well as 1: nenen To 
I know this Place to be*Extortion,” 109 But 
And *tis not for a Man to keep ſafe here, 1 He 


But he muſt lye, cog with his Jeareſt Friend . 
And as ſor Pity, ſcorn it, hate all Conſcience | 
But yet I do commend your Wit in this, ö 
To małke a ſhow of wha ; I hope you are abe | 
But I commend you, and it is well done: 
This is the only way to bring your Gain. 

Crom. My Gain ? I had rather chain me to an Oar, 
And like a Slave, there toil out all my Life, 
Before I'd live ſo baſe a Slave as thou. 

J, like an Hypoerite, to make a ſhow 

Of ſeeming Virtue, and a Devil within? 
No Bago, it thy Conſcience were ay . 
Poor Baniſter ne'er had been troubled here. 

Bas. Nay, ye — 8 be not angry, 

| Sir, 

I know full well char os. are no ſuch Man, 
But if your Conſcience were as white as Snow, 
It will be thought that you are otherwiſe. 
Crom. Willit be thonght that I am otherwiſe ? 
Let them that think ſo, know they are deceiv'd ; 
Shall Cromwell live to have his Faith miſcooſter'd ? 
Antwerp, for all the Wealth within thy Town, 
I will not tarry here full two Hours longer: 
As good luck ſerves, my'Accounts are all made even, als, 


Therefore * . unte bop nne 1 
: 47291 . RA Fe . © Bagot, Tow! 


8 V 


Thomas Lord Cromwell. 14 
iger, I'know you'll to the Governor, © 
commend me to him, fay I am bound to travel. 
To ſee the fruitful Parts of Italy z _. | amend 
And as you eyer bore a Chriſtian Mind. 
Let Ba#ifter ſome Favour of you _— SET 

Bag. For your ſake, Sit, III help him all I can, | 
To ſtarve his Heart out ere he gets a Groatz 
80, Maſter Cromwell, do I take my leave, 2-1 f 
For I muſt ftrait unto the Governor. (Exit y 


Crom. Farewel, Sir, pray you remember what 1 mw 
No, Cromwell, no, thy Heart was ne'er ſs baſe, © 
To live by Fallhood, or by e 
But 't falls out well, 1 little N 1 
Hereaſter, time in Travel ſhall be ſpent. 

Tur Hogge, his Father's Man. 

Hodge. Yout Son Thomas, quoth you, I have been 15 
maſt ; I had thought ir had whe s by 
Water; for at Putney I'll go you to Pariſh Garden for two 
pence, ſit as ſtill as may be, without any wagging or joulting 
in my Guts, in a little Boat too: Here we were ſcarce four 
Miles in the great green Water, but I thinking to go to my 
Afternoon's Lutiilhes. as *twas my manner at home, butk 
elt a kind of riſing in my Guts: At laſt, one of the Sailors 
ſpying of me, be a good cheer, ſays he, ſet down thy 

iQuals, and up with it, thou haft nothing but an Eeb in 
„ch Belly: Well, to't went I, to my Viſtuals went the 

I Sailors, and thinking me to be a Man of better Experi- 

ence than any in the Ship, ask'd me what Wood che Ship 
was made of: They all ſwore I told them as right as if I 
had been acquainted with the Carpenter that made it; At 
alt we grew near Land, and 1 grew villanous wo 2 
went to my Bag, the Devil a bit there was, the Stilors 
lad tickled me ; yet I cannot blame them, it was a part 
of kindueſs; for I in kindneſs told them what Wgqd the 
Ship was made of, and they in kindneſs eat up my V ictu - 
en, ie, as indeed one good turn et ae : Well, 
would I, could 1, find my Maſter Thoma: in this Burch 
1905 Town, he might put ſome Enyliſh Beet into my Belly. 
Vo f. IX. G Crom 
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Crom. What Hodge, my Father's Man! by my Hand 
S doch my. Father? what's the News at 
e? 2 . 
Hodge. Maſter Thomas, O God, Maſter Thomas, your 4 
Hand, Glove and al), this is to give you to Underſtand- 
ing, that your Father is in Health, and Alice Downing 
here hath ſent you a Nutmeg, and Beſ: Make-water a 
Race of Ginger, my Fellows Will and Tom hath between 
them. ſent you a dozen of Points, and Goodman Toll, 
of the Goat, a pair of Mittons, my ſelf came in Perſon, 
and this is all the NewW s. 
Crom. Gramercy, good Hodge, and thou art welcomg 
| to me. 244 "ome uy _ 
But in as ill a Time thou comeſt as may be; 
For I am travelling into ta © 
What ſay'ſt thou, Hodge, wilt thou bear me Company? 
Hodge. Will I bear thee Company, Tom? what tell'ſt 
meof {aly ? were it to the f, Part of Flanders, I 
would go with thee, Tem; I am thine} in all weal and 
woe, hy own to command; what, Tom, I have paſs'd 
the rigorous Waves of Neptune 's Blaſts, I tell you, Tho- 
L. have been in danger of the Floods, and when 1 
have ſeen Boreas begin to play the Ruffin with us, then 
would I down a · my-Knees, and call upon Vulcan, 
Crom. And why upon him? 
Hodge. Becauſe, as this ſame Fellow Neptune is God of 
the Seas, ſo Vulcan is Lord over the Smiths, and therefore 
I being a Smith, thought his Godhead would have ſome 
care yet of me. 3 N 
mn A good Conceit : but tell me, haſt thou din d yet? 
Hedge, Thomas, to ſpeak the truth, not a bit yet, I. 
Crom. Come go with me, thou ſhalt have Cheer good 
And farewel, Antwerp, if I come no more. (ſtore; 


Hadtge, I follow thee, ſweet Tom, I follow thee. 


« 


TRE tb N Ann — Exeun: ambo. 

2 Euter thi Governor of the Engliſh Houſe, Bagot, 

+... © Baniſter, his Wife, and two Officers. 

ev. Is Cromwell gone then? ſay you, Mr. Bagor. 

- What diſlike, I pray what was the Cauſe? FM 
£93 '2 ; - 


Hut now, Sir, for the Jewels that I have, 
| What do you ſay? what, will you take my Price? 2 


Thomas Lord Cromwell. * 


To tell you true, a wild Brain of his o 4 
Such > Fou as they cannot ſee when they are well? 
He is all bent to Travel, that's his reaſon, f 
And doth not love to eat his Bread at home. 
Gov, Well, good Fortune with him, if the Man be 
We hardly ſhall find ſuch a Man as he, © (gone, 
To fit our turns, his Dealings were ſo honeſt. 


Bag. G Sir, you offer too much under foot. 

Gov. 'Tis but two hundred Pound between us, Man, 
What's that in Pay Wong of five thouſand Pound? 

Bag. Two hundred Pound, bitlady, Sir, tis great, 
Before I got ſo much it made me ſweat. | 

Gov, Well, Maſter Bagot, I'll proffer you fairly, 

You ſee this Merchant, Maſter Baniſter, , 
Is going now to Priſog, at your Suit: 
His Subſtance all is 9 what would you have? 
Yet in regard I knew the Man of Wealth, 
Never diſhoneſt. Dealing, but ſuch Miſhaps 
Hath fall'n on him, may light on me or you: 
There is two hun red Pound between us, 
We will divide the ſame, I'll give you one, 
On that condition you will ſet him free: 
His ſtate is nothing, that you ſee your ſelf, 
* (woe nqught is, is the Kiog muſt loſe his Right. 

„ Sir, Sir, you f peak. out of your Love, 
"Tis voliſh Love, Sin, | {ure to pity him: I 
Therefore content your ſelt, this is my Mind. 
To do him good I will not. "bate a Penn kad 
Ban. This is my Comfort, tho thou Jon no good, 
A mighty Ebb follows a mighty Flood. 

Mrs. Ban. O thou baſe Wretch, whom we have foſ- 
Even as a Serpent for to poiſon us. Bead 
If God did ever right a Woman's wrong, 

To that ſame G of I bend and bow my Heart, 
To let his Sy wrath fall on thy Head, 


By whom my hopes ang ] Joy ah buchered, | ana 
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Bag. Alas! fond. Woman, I. prithee pray thy wort, „ 


The. For fares better ſtill when he is curſt. 
Eater Maſter Bowler a Alerchanr. 


Gov. Maſter Bowſer ! you're welcome, Sir, from Eng. 


What's the beſt News ? bow do all our Friends? (land, 
Bow. They are all well, and do commend them to you: 

There's Letters from your Brother and your Son: 

Sa, fare you well, Sir, 1 muſt take my leave, 

My Haſte and Bufineſs doth require fo 
Gov. Before you dine, Sir? what, go you out of Town? 
Bow. T faith unleſs 1 hear ſame News in Town, 

IJ. muſt away, there is no remedy, | 


— 


Gov. Maſter Bowſer, whar's'your Buſineſs, may I know 


Bow. You may, Sir, and fo ſhall all the City. (it? 
The King of late hath had his den rob d. 
And of the choiceſt Jewels that had : x} ach 
The value of them yas ſeven thoufand Pounds, = 
| The Fellow that did fteal thefe Jewels is bang d, 

And did confefs that for three hundred Pound, N 
He ſold them to one Bagot dwelling in London 
Now Bagot s fled, and as we hear, to 4 
And hither am 1 come to ſeek him out, 
And they that firſt can tell me of his News, 
| Shall have a hundred Pound for their Reward. 

Ban. How juſt is God to might the Innocent! 

Gov. Maſter Bowſer, you came in happy time, 

Here is the Villain Bagot that you ſeek, 2 
Aud, all thoſe Jewels have I in my Hands: | 
Officers, look to him, hold him faſt, | 

Bag. The Devil ought me a ſhame, and now he hath 

., _paidir. | | 

| a. Is this that Bago? Fellows, bear him hence, 
We will not now ftand for his Reply; 7: 
Lade him with Irons, we will have him try'd 
In Exglend, where bis Villanies are known. 

Bag. Miſchief, confuſion light * you all, 

O hang me, drown me, let me kill my ſelf, 


Let go my Arms, let me run quick to Hell. 


Bow. 


T 
8 
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Bow. Away, bear him away, ſtop the Slave's Mouth. 

[They carry him away- 

Mrs. Dan. bien are infinite, great God of Heav'n. 
r 


Gov. I hea 


this Bagot was a wealthy Fellow, 


Bow. He was indeed, for when his Goods were.ſeiz'd, 


Of Jewels, Coin, and Plate, within his Houſe, 
Was found the value of five thouſand Pound, 
His Furniture fully worth half ſo much, 
Which being all ſtrain'd for the King, 
He frankly gave it to the Antwerp Merchants, 
And they again, out of their bounteous Mind, 
Have to a Brother of their Company, | 
A Man decay'd by Fortune of the Seas, | 
Given Bagor's Wealth to fet him up again, 
And keep it for him; his Name is Baniſter, 
Gov. Maſter Bowſer, with this happy News, 


You have reviv'd two from the Gates of Death, 


This is that Baniſler, and this his Wife. 


Bow, Sir, 1am glad my Fortune is fo good 


To bring ſuch Tidings as may comfart you. 


For by theſe News my Life is newly bred. 


- 
* 


NT Thanks to my Gad, next to my Soyergign 
bes dap 
And at 7 you, that theſe News do bring 


 # 


F 
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Bax. You have given Life umo a Man deem'd dead, 


: 


Gov, The hundred Pound I muſt receive, as due, 


For finding Bagot, 1 free 
Bow. To Maſter 2 


Stands in your liking, I'M wait on you. 


ive to Jon. 
if fo you pleaſe, 
I bear you Company, when you croſs the Seas, 


Ran, If it pleaſe you, Sir, my Company is but meanz. 


Gon. I am glad that all Things do accord ſo well: 


Come, Maſter Bowſer, let us to Dinner: 
And, Miſtreſs Baniſter, be merry, Woman, 


Come, after Sorrow now let's cheer your Spirit, 
Knaves haye their due, and you but what you merir. | 
wry N TExeant omnes. 
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Enter Cromwell and Hodge in their Shirts, and without 
Hats, FT" 0 I 


+ Hodge, Call ye this ſeeing Faſhions ? 
Marry, would I had ſtaid at Putney ſtill. 1 
O, Maſter Thomas, we are ſpoil'd, we are gone. 
Crom. Content thee, Man, this is but Fortune. 
Hodge. Fortune, a Plague of this Fortune, it makes 
me go wet-ſhod, the Rogues would not leave mea Shoe 
to my Feet; for my Hole, they ſcorn'd them with their 
Heels; but for my Doublet and Hat, O Lord, they 
embrac'd me, and .unlac'd me, and took away 1) 
Clothes, and ſo diſgrac d me. | 
Crom, Well, Hoke, what Remedy? 
What 3 we make 1 12 2 { | 
Hodge. Nay, I know not, for i am naught, 
for Stealing —_ 3 by my troth, 18. fall to my 
old Trade, to the Hammer and the Horſe-heels again; 
bat now the worſt is, I am not acquainted with the Hu- 
mur of the Horſes in this Country; whether they are not 
coltiſh, given much to kicking, or no; for when I have 
done Leg in my Hand, if he ſhould up and lay t'other on 
my Chops, I were gone, there lay I, there lay Hodge. 
Crom. Edge, I believe thou muſt work for us both. 
Hodge. O, Maſter Thomas, have not I told you of 
this? have not I many time and often ſaid, Tom, or Ma- 
ſter Themas, learn to make a Horſe-ſhoe, it will be 
your own another Day; this was not regarded. Hark 
Jou, Thomas, what do you call che Fellows that robb d us? 
Crom. The Banderti. — ek 
Hodge. The Bandetti, do you call them ? I know 
not what they are call'd here, but 1 am ſure we call 
them plain Thieves in England. O, Tom, that we were 
no at Putney, at the Ale there, _ Tee 
| 7 * Content thee, Man, here ſet up theſe two 
, | 0 Bi ls, 41 | 
And let us keep our Standing on the Bridge: 
The Faſhion of this Country is ſuch, | 
If any Stranger be oppreſſed with Want, 


To 


) 
| 
| 


To write the manner of his Miſery, 


| God fave you, Sir, are you an Engliſhman ? 


ſelf, what I am now; but, Sir, I was a Smith, Sir, a 


Which God doth know, if ever I ſhall requite it, 
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And ſuch as are diſpos'd to fuccour him, 
Will do it. What, haſt thou ſet them up ? 
Hodge. Ay, they're up, God ſend ſome to read them, 
And not only to read them, but alſo to look on us: 
And not altogether look on us, | 
But to relieve us. O cold, cold, cold. 
lone ſtandi at one end, and one at other. 


Enter Friskibal the Merchant, - and reads the Bills; f 


Friſ. What's here? two Engliſhmen robb'd by the 
Bandetti? | 

One of them ſeems to be a Gentleman: 

'Tis Ply that his Fortune was ſo hard, 

To fall into the deſperate Hands of Thieves, 

V'!l queſtion: him, of What Eſtate he is. 


Crom. I am, Sir, a diſtreſſed Engliſuman. 
Friſ. And what are you, my Friend? 
| Hodge, Who, I Sir, by my troth I do not know my 


Farrier of Patney; that's my Maſter, Sir, yonder, 
was robb'd for his fake, Sir. , 
Friſ. 1 ſee you have been met by the Bandetti, 

And therefore need not ask how you came thus. 

But, Friskibal, why doſt thou queſtion them 

Of their Eſtate, and not relieve their need? 

Sir, the Coin I have about me is not much: 

There's ſixteen Duckets for to clothe your ſelves, 

There's ſixteen more to buy your Diet with, 


And there's ſixteen to pay for your Horſe-hire. 


'Tis all the Wealth, you ſee, my Purſe poſſeſſes z FF 
But if you pleaſe for to enquire me out, 11 
You ſhall not want for ought that I can do: 11 
My Name is Friskibal, a Florence Merchant, 1 
A Man that always lov'd your Natio n. 58 | 

Crom. This unexpected Favour at your Hands, 


Neceſſity makes me to take Bounty, | 
N G 4 your yz And 


— 


An Evgliſhman, Ruſſel the Earl of Bedford, 


- How fay you now, Hodge, is not this 


bal 
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And for your Gold can yield you nought but Thanks. 

Your Charity hath help'd me from Deſpair ;, 

Your Name "hal ſtill bei in my bearty Prayer. 

Friſ. It is not worth ſuch, Thanks, come to my Houſe, 

* Your want ſhall better be reliey'd than thus. 
Crom. I pray excuſe me, this ſhall well ſuffice 


To bear my Charges to Bononia, 
Whereas a noble Earl is much diſtreſs'd : 


Is by the French King ſold unto his Death, - 
It may fall out that 1 may do him good : 
To ſave his Life, l' hazard my Heart Blood : 
| Therefore, kind Sir, thanks for your liberal Gift, 
1 muſt be Bo ne to aid him, there's no ſhift, _ 
Friſ. Tt be no hinderer to ſo good an Act, 
Heav'n proſper you, in that you go about: 
It Fortune bring you this way back again, 
Pray let me ſee you; ſo I take my leave, | 
All good a Man can wiſh, I do bequeath. Ex. Friskib, 

Crom. All good that Gad doch ſend light on your Head, 
There's few ſuch Men within your-Climate bred. 
good Fortune? 
Hodge, How ſay you, I'Il tell you what, Maſter Thomas, 
I all Men be — ih 
Let's keep our 8 upon this 

We hall ger more — with ng in one Day, 

Than I ſhall with making Horſe- — Tear. 

Crom. No, Hodge, we muſt be gone unto Banania, 
There to relieve the noble Earl of Bedford. 
Where if I fail not in my Policy, 2 
L ſhall deceive their ſubtle Treachery. 

Hedge. Nay,,1'l follow yon, God bleſs us from thiev- 
og Bgndetti again. f n. 


Enter Bedford and bis Hoſt. 


Bed. Am 1 betray de Kr 
By ſuch baſe Slaves, in ſuch a place as this? 
Have 1 eſcap'd ſo many times in France, 
3 Batzels tare Tb 


Scenes eee mw, © A mi 
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And made the French ſtir, whea they heard my Name 1 
And am I agw Hetray d ante my Death? 0 
Some of their Hearts as Blood firſt ſhall pay for it. 
Hof. They do deſire, my Lord, to with you.- 
Bed. The Traitors do deſire to hand my Blood; .* 
But by my Birth, my Honbur, and my Name, 
By all my Hopes, my Life ſhall coſt them dear. 
Open the Door, IN venture out u —— 
Auna if l mind die, then I' die 99 * 
. Hof Alas; y Lord, that is 4 dare te Courſe 
They have begirt-you, round about * 
Their meaning is to take you Priſoner; © 2 
And ſo to ſend your Body unte Frince. - * 
Bad. Firſt ſhall the Ocean dear dey etind, 
Before alive they ſend me unto France: 
I have my Body firſt bor'dlike a Sieve; . 
And die as Heffor, gainſt the & * 


Ere France {hall boaſt, Bedford's their Prifonee _ 
Treacherous e. that 
Hach here 


b 
remy to Death: 

But be aſſur d, my 1 ſhall be reveng 4 1 

Upon dhe bel Lives — Kings * 

rr os elfe thow-run'ſt uon thy Dea. 


- 
— 
LR 


Enter. arvant. 
gen Pardon; Lord, I com nay my 
ks — , N me * 
Who by his Oratory 


Without the heddn — one one hop 0 op of ody 
lato their Hands ſafe ro deliver 
And therefore craves none buykin(f may n 
And a poor Swain that attends on him. _ 
Bed. ANoeapolitan? bid him come in. mens. 4 
Wee hoax! cunningin his Bloquence, | | 
As Cicero the famous Mam of Rome; o 
His Words would be asChaff Aufr the Wind. 
eee ee ee eee 
Were he and bie Fae this Speakers "I 
. wins me not; then*tis no 3 
8.35 ner 
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Enter Cronnmell verein and Hodge with 4. 

rem. Sir, are you the Maſter of the Houſe? 
Hoſt. I am, Sir. 
Crom, By this ſame Token you muſt leave this Place, 

And leave none but the Earl and I together, 

And this my Peaſant here to tend on us. 

Heft. With , heart, * . you do ſome good. 
LErit Hoſt, Cromwell hat: che. Door. 
Bed. Nom, Six; what's yanr will with me?: 
Crom. Intendg your Honour not 1 yield ges 
Bed. No, good-man Gooſe, not white my: Sword doth 

Is this your ence for to perſuade me 2/ Mut; 
Crom. My Lord, my Eloquence is for to fave you; 

I am not, as you judge, a Neapolitan, -'| 1, 

But Cromwell your Servant, and an Engliſhmas. . 
Bed. How } Cromwell ? not my Farrier's Son? 
cem. The ſame, Sir, and am come to ſuccour you, 
ary or and. J pry Poor 

Many a timeand el han i ſhoged your Dapper Gray: 
Bed. And what: avails it me, that _ art here? 
Crom. It may avail if you'll be rul'd by me; 

My Lord, you know the Men of Mantua, 

And theſe Bononians, are at deadly ftrife, | 

| And. they, my Lord, both Joye.and-bonour you 5 

Could you bit get out of the Aunι,ꝑ,tDwott, 

Then were yon ſaſe, deſpight of all their force. 
Bed. Tut, Man, thou talb'ſt of ching ne z 
Doſt thou not ſee, that we art round beſet? 
How then is't poſſible we ſhould eſcape 2 
Crom. By Force we cannot, but by Policy: 

Put on the Apparel here that Hodge doth wear, 

And give him yours; the States they know pow ο bi 

For, as 1 think, they never ſaw your Face, - 

And at a Watch word muſt I call hem in, 
And will deſire, that we two ſafe may pass 
To Mantua, where 10 fay my — lyes :; 

2 doth your Honour l. of thi Advice | 35 bY | 


i. 
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_ 1 Bed, O wondrous good ! But wilt thou venture, Hodge * 
Ar, Wil 17 O noble Lord, I do accord in anything 
i can; n 
And do agree, to ſet thee free, do Fortune what ſhe can. 
Bed. Come then, let's change our Apparel ſtreight. 
crom. Go, Hodge, make haſte, left they chance to call. 
Hodge. I warrant you I'll fit him with a Sue. 
Bs Exeunt Earl and Hodge. 
Crom. Heavens grant this Policy doth take Succeſs, 
And that the Earl may ſafely ſcape away. 
And yet it grieves me for chis ſimple Wretch, 
For fear they ſhould offer him Violence 
| But of two Evils 'tis beſt to ſhun the greateſt, 
And better is it that he live in thrall, 
Than ſuch a noble Earl as he ſhould fall. 
Their ſtubborn Hearts, it may be will relemmy 
Since he is gone, to whom their hate is bent. 
My Lord, have you diſpatch? Nat abs 
Enter Bedford like the Clown, and Hodge in his Cloak 
un 1 1 1 and his Hat. i | a 
Bed. How doſt thou like us, Cromwell, is it well? 
crom. O, my good Lord, excellent. Hodge, how doſt 


\ 


feel thy felf? f 
Pod. Pore I feel my ſelf? why, as a Noble Mit 
Y * ould do. 4 : 4 ; ow LN A 
o bow 1 feel Honour come creeping, unn 
My Nobility is wonderful melancholy: ß; - 


Is it not moſt Gentleman-like to be melancholy ? 
Crom. Yes, Hodge; now go ſit down im thy Study, 5 
— Wen 777 en en e en, 
Hodge, 1 _ ou, my wo _ me — fo tif 
State upon me: but bark, t rd, do youfeel nothing 
bite abönt you / vba 1 fo 1M * 
Bed. No, truſt mie, Hodge: vg gant 
Hodge. Ay, they, know they want their old Paſture; 
"tis a ſtrange thing of this Vermin, they dare noc Dede 
with Nobility. _ | | A 
crom. Go take thy place, Hodge, I willcall them fn. 
g Hodge 


- 


4 
= * 
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Hodge fits in the ell cath; in the 
An — 2nd on Chr onda e 


ne the States, and Officer; with ann. ba 


- Gov: What, have yoga won him ? will he yield himſelf? 
Com. 1 babe, We. teaſe you, and the quter Ear 
Doth yield himſelf to ba diſppe's by uu. 
<Gov. Give Him the Maney that ne, 
80 let him go, Mhither he pleaſe himſelf, 
Crom. My Buſineſs, Sir, des unto. Maxine; 
Pleaſe you io glye me ſafe Condudtthither. 
Gov. Gp, and conduct him to the Mantua Port, 
And ſee him lafe dellyered preſently. | 
[Exeunt Cromwell and Bedford; 
Go draw the Curtains, let us ſee the Earl : 
©, XA is writing, and apart a While. | 
e. Fellow William, Lam not as T have bein 1 
vent ot you a Smith, I write to you-as a Lord; Lam 
n this preſent writing among the Polonian Caſizes.. I do 
5 my Lord ſip to Ralph and to Roger, to Bridget 
and to Dorothy, and fo to all the Youth of Pauney. 
- Gev., Sure 1 ebb the Names of Engliſh Noblemen, | 
Some of his ſpecial Friends, to whom be writes: 


* tay, be, addreſs. hiaſelf to 277 og 


My Lord, Fam ghd Jou are ſo ache a 
Believe me, Noble Lord, i you knew ** | 
You'd APA x. your merry. Vein. to ſudden Sorrow, 

| a my merry Vein d no, thou Bononian, 
* am a > Son, a bes let me go; no; 


fei thy: Cafiger 2 
e od come not near my n 
. "Had think, thou, 


i 1 Jeſtin ** 45 — turn. 
That E do flout, do vibe, or * Fr 
No, no, thou Best. pot, 7 that I. 
A noble Earl, a as op dy. A 
_ Gow. What means bis Trumpet 's ſoun 
bat! r. [4 Trumpet * 
3 F 


« Song 


— 


— — 
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Enter a Meſſenger,” 44 Lk. 4b WEN 


Cit. One come from the States of "Mantua. 
Gov. What would you-with us, ſpeak thou Man of 
Mantua & 

Meſ. Men of Bononia, this my Meſſage is, 

To let you know the noble Earl of Bedford 

Is ſafe within the Town of Manna, _ 

And wills you fend the Peafant that you have, 

Who hath deceiy'd your ExpeRation; I 

Or elſe the States of Mantua have vow'd, 

They will recal the Truce that they have made, 

And not a Man ſhall ſtir from forth your Town, 

That ſhall return, unleſs you ſend him back, 
Gov. O this misfortane, how it-mads my Heart? 

The Neapolitan bath. beguil'd us all. 

Hence with this Fool, what fall we do with bim, 

The Earl 0 ne? a plague upon it al. 
Hedge, No IN affure you; | am no Earl, bu ami, 


Qne One led ecke bd bored you, Sir. T 
Gov. Anmay with him, take hence the Fool you came 
whe, Ay, Si and Ii lass the greater feel with 

c , race . Come, Friend, along vis. WY 

Hodge. My Friend, afore, m my Lordſhip will follow | 


[Ext 
Gov. Well, Mantua, ſince by thee the Earl is Joſh. 
Within. Days. hape to {ce thee eroſt. [Exennt.. 


| Enter Chorus. rf ed dents + | 


Cho. This far von ſee how Cromwell; — 
The Earl of Bedford, being ſafe in Mantua, * 
Deſires Cromwelb' Company into France, . "ol 
Tv. make requizal for his Courteſy. : 11150 231 
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Bar Cromwell doth deny the Earl bis Sait, 
And tells him that thoſe Parts he meant to fe, 
He had not yet ſet footing on the Land, 

And ſo di takes his way'to Spain; 

| The.Earl to France, and ſo they both do part. 
Nou let your Thoughts as ſwift as is the Wind, 
- Skip ſome few Tears that Genres | > ah in Travel, 
now ine him to be in Eng . 
Servant unto the Maſter of the 2 
Where in ſhort time he there began to 
An Hour ſhall ſhow: you what few Tears did yy 


The ufd plays they bring out the Banguer, 


Enter Sir cones Hales, Cromwell, and two 
Servants. . 3 | 


[Exiz 


* Come; Sirs, be careful el Maſter's Credit; 
And as our Bounty now exceeds the Figure 
| Of common Entertainment, ſo do you, 
With Looks as free as is your Maſter's Soul, 
Give formal Welcome to the thronged Tables, 
That ſhall receive the. Cardinal's Followers, 
And the. Attendance of the great Lord Chancellor. 
But all my 1 5 — on thee = © 
p u art a ittering from vulgar Form . 
2 ein thy Spire is rank'd Dove theſe, 


In NY of Art, by ſo much it ſhines brighter by Travel, 


"Whole Obſervance pleads his Merit, 

Ina moſt. learn'd, yet unaffeRing Spirit. 
Good Cromwell, caſt an Eye of fair Regard 
*Bout all my Houſe, and 0 this ruder Fleſh, 

Thro' Ignorance, or Wine, do miſcreate, 

Salve thou with Courteſy ; if Welcome want, 

Full Bowls, and ample Banquets. will ſeem ſcant. 
Crom. Sir, whatſoever lies in me, 

Bffure. you E will ſhew 1 Dur [Exit Crom. 
PIO About it then, the Lords will ſtraight. be here: 

Cromwell, thou. haſt hoſe parts. would rather ſute 

The Service of the State than of my Houle : : 


wat wy 


Pay a «a joe TT. r — — 
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Thomas Lord — 
1 look upon thee with 4 
That one ne Day will you thy 


* 2 | Enter ur, 


Meſ. Sir, the Lords be at hand. 
Hales, They as are welcome, bid Cromwell fraight = 
te 670.1 
And look you al chngs be in P ane a 
8 I. W : 


e Wolley, $i Thomas Moore, and 
- Gardiner. d .+9Y 


 Wol. O, Sir Chrifapher, you are too liberal: What, 
a Banquet too? 

Hales, My Lords, if Words could ſhow the ample 
Welcome, that my free Heart affords you, I could then 
become à Prater; but I nom muſt deal like a feaſt Po- 
litician with your Lordfhips, defer Jour Welcome till 
7 Ranqpee end, bat It Way then ſalve ou ad of 

are: 

Yet welcome now, and all that tend on you _ 

wol. Thanks to the kind Maſter of the Rolls. 
Come and ſit down, ſit down Sir Thomas Moore : , - 
'Tis ſtrange, bow that we and the Spaniard differ, 
Their Dinner is our Banquet, after Dinneerr,ĩc 
And they: are Men of ative. Diſpoſition : ,,- Pats £5, 
This I gather, that by their ſparing Meat. 
Their Bodies, are more fitter for the Wars: 1571 
And if that Famine chance to, pinch their Maws, 
Being us d to faſt, it breeds leſs Pain. 

Hales. Fill me ſome Wi ine; I'll anſwer Cardinal wolfey: 
My Lord, we: tte are of more free Souls, 
Than hunger ſt ary'd, and il-complexion'd gerd. 3 

They that are rich in Sin, ſpare belly Fod. 
To deck their Backs with! an Jralian Hood. IJ 
And Silks of &wvil, and the (pooreſt Snake, ol 
That feeds on Lemons, Pilchers, and ne er beated 


His 


4 ln. * 


The Life and Death or 
Ks Pall wit or Pail bon aCaſec7: : NQG: ; 
More [Fac gl 9 * 3611 4 
Pride, the Inquiſeion, — dell — 65 
Are, in my Judgment, Maia — Devil. 

- Moore. Indeed it is a Plague unto their Nation, 
| Who ſtagger after 8 nation. 

Hal. My Lords, wi e, 4 preſent. your 
Lordſhips a I rat Rat. 

Moore, 1 love Nealch well, but dees bag 
Nun to he Head, and Bodies ſurfeiting, 

Then ceaſe I Healths ; 
Nay ipal um Friend, for tho be rape be ſarall, '1 
Yeo =— they force, to force Men to the Wall. 
"Wot. Sir 8 is that your Man? 
Hales. 2 your Grace, he is a Scholar, and a 
inguiſt, 
One e to reh N bas of Chriſtendom, 
aa! Luo 7 d. (OL een ene 
© Pol: * Friend, —.— bare you - been « 
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Gn. My Lord. Fate Borg the 


Low Conntries,. 


Mena nn 


Yet did it pleafe my Eye, — coy did : 
Wel. What do you think u ert ae, 
And Princes Courts as yen have wravelleq? 1 
Com. My Lord, 3 

pare,” | UTC 7303 

Neither for State, nor Civil Government. 
Luſt dwells in France, in taty, and Sn | 
From the poor Peaſant, to the Prince's Train: 
In Germany, and Holland; Riot ferves, 
And he that moſt *can drink, moſt be döſerves- 
Bagland I praiſe not r For I here Was gn” 
But that ſke Jaugheth the othert unto [corny 

wol. My Lord, there dwells within that Spirit 
More than can be-diſcern'd'by outward Eye; . l 4 


Wa vill” you. part with your Man: 


Hale 


— 


R Kare &H a Ho A 2 
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Thomas Lord Cromwell. 1617 
Hales. I have ſought to proffer him to your N 
And now I ſee he hath preferr'd himſelf. | 
wol. What is thy Name? 
Crom. Cromwell, my Lord. | 
Wol. Then, Cromwull, here we wake dhe Solicitor 
of our Cauſes, 8 
And neareſt next our ſelf : 
Gardiner, give you kind welcome to the Man. 
[Gardiner embraces him. 
Moore. My Lord, you are a royal Winner, 
Hath got a Man, bel des your bounteous Dinner. 
Well, Knight, pray we come no more: 
If we come often, thou may'ſt ſhut thy Door. 
2 Sir Chriſtopher, hadſt thou given me | 
rg —_ 1 * 'couldeſt not have . 
this Man of thine: 


My My infant Thoughts do ſpell, 5, 
Shortly his Fane ſhall be lifted higher z | | 
True Induſtry doth kindle Honour's Fire, 
And ſo, kind Maſter of the Rolls, buena, | 
Hales. Cromwell, Farewell. | | | 
Crom. Cromwoll takes his leave of uu. | 
That .ne'er will Jeave to love, and bonour you; | 
U 


Exeunt. The Muſick plays as they $0 out. | 
Enter Chorns, | 


Cho. . Now Crommell's hi heft Fortunes do lagin. 
Wolſey that lov'd him, as be did his Life, 
Commutted all his Treaſure to his Hands : 
Wolſey is. dead, and Gardiner his Man | 
Is now 1 Biſhop of Wincheſter : | | 
Pardon, if we omit Wolley's Life, | 
Becauſe our Play depends on Cromwell; Death... | || 
Now fot and ſee his higheſt State of all; 

His height of riſing, and his ſudden Fall : 
Pardon the Errors are already paſt, 

And live in hope the beſt doth come _at laſt : 
My hope upon your Favour doth depend, 
And look ts haue your liking ers the and. 
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Enter Gardiner Biſhop of Wincheſter, the Dukes of 
Norfolk and of Suffolk, Sir Thomas. Moore, Sir 


Chriſtopher Hales, and Cromiyell. - 


Nor. Maſter Cromwell, ſince Da _ s Death, 
His Majeſty is given to under 
There's certain Bills and Writi 
t much concern the ec — 7 
My Lord of Wincheſter, is it not ſo? 
Gar. My Lord of Norfolk, we, two were, whilome 
Fellows, 
And Maſter Cromwell, tho our Maſter's love _ 
Did bind us, while his love was to the King, 
It is no boot now to deny thoſe things 
Which may be prejudicial to the State; 
And tho that God hath rais'd my Fortune higher, 
Than any way 1 looked for, or deſerv'd, 
Yet my Life no longer with me dwell, _ 
Than I prove true unto my Sovereign. 
Suf. What ſay you, Maſter Cromwell well kaje you thoſ 
Writings, ay, or no? 
y Crom. Here are the Writings, and upon my Knees, 
f 1 5 them up unto the worthy Dukes 
O and of Norfolk ; he was my Maſter, 
And — virtuous Part 
That liv'd in him, 1 tender'd with my Heart, 
But what his Heal complotted *gainſt the State, IS 
My Country love commands me that to hate. 
His ſudden Death 1 grieve for, not his Fall, 
Becauſe he ſought to work my Country's thrall. 
Suf. Cromwell, the = all hear of this thy Duty; 
Whom I aſſure my ſelf, will well reward thee ; 
My Lord, let's go * his Majeſty. 
And ſhow thoſe Writings which he Rodale and 
I[Exaunt N 


y | ks Bedford buſty. by 
- Bed. How now, Who's this, n, 


N Suffolk. 


Melts d to ruin bis own Fortune brings. 


Thomas Lord Cromwell. 163 
N. Soul, welcome to England. 
u N aa fave wy Life, didſt thou not, Crom. 
I | 
Hom, Ik I did fo, "tis grenter Glory | 
For me that you remember it, 
Than for m 41 falf my to report 8 
Bed. Well, Cromwell, now is the time. 


I ſhall commend thee to m Sovereign; 


Chear u up thy ſelf, for I will raiſe thy State, ow 
A noſe] yet was never found ingrate. [Exit: 
O how uncertain is the Wheel of State, 


Who lately greater than the Cardinal, 
For Fear, and Love; and now who jower lies ? 
Gay Honours are but Fortune's flatteries, 


And whom this Day Pride and Promotion (wells, 
To Morrow Enyy and Ambition quells. 
. ſees che Cob- web intangle the poor 


May bold] Yay the Wretch's Death is oigh. 


9285 1 his State, and proud Ambition, 
0 violent to laſt over-long. 
"Rakes Wen too near the Sun, with golden 


Enter * Duke of Suffolk. 


Suf, Cromwell, kneel down in King Henry' s. Name, 
Ariſe, Sir Thomas Cromwell, thus begin thy Fn, ws 


I 
$4 : 


Enter the Dale of Norfolk. © 


Nor. Cromwell, the Majeſty of Ex land, a 
For the good liking he conceiyes of thee, 
Makes thee Maſter of the Jewel-houſe, 


Chief Secretary to himſelf; and'withal, 


Creates thee one of his e W A 
* D2113235% Co Kt] * | IL Euter 
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* — the Earl ef Bedford. | 
Bed. : Where is Wee is ran. 


Suf. He is, my Lord: _ : 

Bed. Then, to add Honour. to his W | 
The King creates him Lord Keeper of his Privy Se 
And Maſter of the Rolls; FF 
Which you, Sir Chriſto her, do now enjoy: 2 
"The King determines higher place for you. 
Crom. My Lords, theſe Honours are 100 bigh for n my 


Deſert, | 
os 0 content thee, Man, who would not chooſe 


Ya thi art wiſe, in ſeen to refuſe ir, © 
. _. Gard. Here's Honours, Titles and Promotions; 
T fear this climbing will 5 a ſudden Fall. 
Nor. Then come, my Lords, let's all t ther bring 
This new-made Counſellor to England's K 
| Exeunt all but Gardiner. 
Sara. ge , Glory ſhall be dim d: 
Sball Cromwell live a greater Man 5 n 


Envy with his Honour now is bi *f 
. h ſhorten Cromwelt by the We, CExit.. 


! 


7 eiu, Pridkibat very poor 


"ab. 0 Frizkibal, what! hall become of nee? 4 
wall ſhale thou go, or which way ſhalt thou turn? 
Fortune, that turns ber too uncanſtant Wheel, 

Hath turn'd thy Wealth and Riches in the Sea; 

All parts abroad where-ever I have been, 

Grow weary of me, and deny me Succour ; + 

My Debtors, they 4 ſhauld relieve my want, 
N Dee 

ey know m t mean to bear out Law: 
And here in 2 where I oft have been, 

And have done good to many a wretched Ma 


Am now moſt wretched here, deſpis d my ſelf : R 


S po 


Thomas Lord Cromwell. 


In yain it cnt of 150 ee to Pa 
tient e, ee down er 2 7 
* wh y K 5 A lies v. 


Enter Goodman 1 and his wik Joan. 


Sely. Come, Joan, come, let's ſee what he will do 
for us now? 1 wis we haye done for him, when 
many 2, a time * often he might have gone a hungry ro 


Wife. Alas Man, now he is made a Lord, he'll never 
look upon us; be'll fulfill the old Proverb, Set 
gars 4 Horſe-back and they'll ride; a, well a day for 
my Cow; ſuch as he hath made us come behind 
we had never pawn'd our Cow elſe to pay our Rent. 

&ely. Well, Joan, he'll come chis way; and by Gad's 
Dickers Il! m roundly of it, and if he were ten 
Lords; a ſhall 1 7 I had not my Cheefe and my 
Bacon for nothing. | 

Wife. Do you remember, Husband, how he would 
mauch upon my Cheeſe-Cakes, he hath forgot this now., 
bur now we'll remember him. 

Seely. Ay, we ſhall have now three flaps with a Fox 
Tail: But i faith I'll gibber a Joint, but 1 II tell bim bis 
own ; ſtay, who comes here? O, and. up, here be 
comes, ſtand up. 5 | 


Enter H 9 with a Ti ff. Conant 425 
the Hodge wry, before bim; . 22 Norfolk and 
Suffolk, and Attendants. 
Hodge. Coma, away with theſe Beggars here, . 


Fe 65 


Riſe up, Sirrah z come out, good People; 
Run before there ho. 
[Friskibal riſeeh, and fand. afar of 
Seely. Ay, we are kick'd away, now we come for 
our own ; L the time. hath been, he would a look'd more 
friend! us:«And you, Hodge, we know you well 

eno you are ſo fine. 
Crom. Comme hither, Sirrah : Stay, what Men are 
cheſe ? My 


= 1 owe thee Mony, Father, do 1 not? 


166 | "The . ud Deathaf. 
My honeſt Hoſt of and his Fi... 


. Ay, by the Body of ine, doſt thou x wh 1 
eſt pay me, good four Pounds it is, I have a the 
Poſt at home. 

1 1 know is true; Sirrah, give him tex An- 


2 * your Wife and you do ſtay to Dinner 
while you live, I freely give to ou | 
Pound a Year, for the 505 pound 1 oy you. 
17 Art not chang'd, art old Tom * NS | 
Now God bleſs thee, good Lord Tom : 
Homme, I Joan, home z I'll dine with. my, Lond Tom 10 


Aud os . come nett Week, | 
Fetch my Cow ; home, Joan, bome. 

Wife. Now God ble 7 0 my 88 Lord Tong. 
II fetch my Cow l Was beck we? 


com. Sirrah, go to) eee tell um 1 1 deſice him 


Hayzon Diner a Janek ſpeak wh him. 
vi My Lord, of Norfolk, ſee you this ſame Bub- 


That: Huw puff 3 | but mark the end, my Lord, mark 
the e 
+, Nor, L promiſe. you, 1 like not ſomething he hath 
| n y 
Bur let that HY the King doth love him well. 
Crom. Good morrow to my Lord of Wincheſter : 
I know you bear me hard about the Abbey Lands. 
Gar. Have I not reaſon, when Religion n d 
You. had no colour for what you have ED FR _ 
. Cram. Yes, the aboliſhing of Antichrift, © 
And of his Popiſh order from our Realm; 
I am no Enemy to Religion, 
But this is done, it is for England's Good: 
5 bar fol fort pe 
0 


" 1 1 


8 ne 


— 
— 


= PEPSYS 


of lazy Abbots, and of full fed Fryers: 
They neither Plow, nor Sow, and Je et they Reap 
The Fat of all the Land, and fuck the 222 
Look what was theirs, — King Henry's Na 
His Wealth before lay in the Abbey Lan Lands. 


Gar. Indeed theſe things you we alledg d, my Lord, 


When, God doth know, the Infant yet 3 
Will curſe the time, the Abbies wa pull'd down ; 
I pray I you, where is H itality 
Where how may poor d relle 10 ple go, 
For to relieve their Need, or reſt hae Bones, 
When weary Travel doth oppreſs their Limbs ? 
And where religious Men ſhould take them in, 
Shall now be kept back by a Maſtiye Dog: 
And thouſand thouſand. | 
Nor. O my Lord, no mare: 
Things paſt redreſs, tis bootleſs to complain. 
Crom. What, ſhall we to the Convocation-houſe ? _ 


"Nor. Wel W_— you vote Lord, pray. e the 


way. 
Enter old Erolntal like a Farmer, 


Old Crom. How ? one Cromwell 
Made Lord keeper ſince I left Purney, 
And dwelt in vrt ſpire? 1 never heard OT News; 5 
I'll fee that Cromwell, or it ſhall go hard. 

com. My aged Father! State fer aſide : 


Father, on my Knee I crave your Bleſling : r 


One of my Servants go and have him in, 
At better Leiſure will we talk with him. 


Old Crom. Now if 1 dye how happy were the Day, 


To ſee this Comfort rains forth ſhowers of Joy. 
| [Exit old Cromwell. 
Nor. This, in him ſhows a kind of Grace. | 
crom. Go on efore, for time draws on apace. 


[Exeunt all but FrickibaL; 


Frif. I wonder what this Lord would have with me, 
His Man fo ſtrictl) gave me charge to ſtay : 
I never did offend him to my Knowledge: 


a 


Well, 


Thomas Lord Cromwell. 167. 


| 


— 
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Vel. Na Lam bad, I mean to bide it all, 


am now, never can beßl. 
Baue Ranilter and bis . 


For Mr. Newton, and Mr. Crosby ſent to me 
Laſt Night, they would come dine with me, 
And take their Bond in, I pray thee . 
And ſee that all things be in readineſs, 
- Ars. Ban. They 
before. 
But is not that Man Maſter Frikibel ? 
[She runs and embraces him, 
Ban. O Heavens ! ! it is kind Maſter KN 
Say, Sir, what hap hath brought you to this 
© The ſame that brought you to your 
Bax, Why would Jou not, acquaint me , your 
Is Baniſter your poor Friend forgot? 305 
Whoſe Goods, whoſe Love, whoſe. Life and all is 
yours. 
Fri. I thought your uſage would be as the reſt, 
That had more kindneſs at my Hands than you, 
Yet look'd aſcance when as 5 N 


I never would look my Husband in the — | 
Goyal agg 53 F py oy » 

Ban. And well thou mighteſt ſhould Baniſter deal 

ſo. 

Since that 1 ſaw you, Sir, my ſtate is mended : 

And for the thouſand Pound 1 owe to you, 

I have. it ready for you, Sir, at home : | 

And tho I grieve your Fortune is ſo add 

Yet that my hap's to help you makes me glad : _ 

And now, Sir, will it = e you walk with me. 
Friſ. Not yet I cannot, — the Lord ann 

Hath here commanded me to wait on him, 

For what I know not, pray God it be for good, 


4 


Ban. Come, Wife, 1 take it be almoſt Dinner time, 


be welcome, Hwband, Ill 


me 
Mrs. Ban. If Baniſter would * ſo bath a Heirs 1 


- I >> » OO I + *>» bd mil 2 & 58 — I — 


Thomas Lara Cromwell. 169: 
Ban, Never make doubt of ahat;. oY eee 


He is as kind a noble G¹,ö- nan. 1 
As ever did poſſeſa the place he hacks. 


Mrs. Ban. Sir, m n his remand; if you” 


pleaſe, 

We'll go along and bearyou Company ; | 

Lins we ſhall not want for. 3 1 N 
Friſ. With all my heart; but what's become of 

Bagot: 5 5 

Zam, He is hang d for bay Jewels of the King's. 
Friſ. A juſt — 's ox. one ſo Impious. 

The Time draws on, Sir, will you go along ? 

Ban. II follow you, Kind: nar Frisbibal. 


* 
5 iT! Vol . * 


aſhes oo edi F 


1 Mer. Nou, Maſter 'Crochy, 1 hear hate aca 
To "2dr, — Word, in payment of your Mony. 
N. . my Faith L have reaſong upon a Bond, 
Pound is too much to forfeit. 
ow, I | dou not Maſter Baniſer. 


is 


1 Mer. By my Faith your Sum is greater than mine, 
— et Lam not much behind 8 TY 
nſidering that to; Day l paid at Court, aum 
7 Mer. Maſs, and well remembred: bt 1 vr oF 
What's the reaſortlie'Lord:Cromwell's Men 
Wear ſuch long Skirts upon their Coats? * | yer 
They/veach\down to their very Ham. 


1 Mer. I will reſolye you, Sir, and thus it is; 
The Biſhop of Winthefter, that loves not e 
As great Men are envied as well as lefs, . 
A while ago there was a jar between hen, _ {1 
And it was brought to my Lord Cromwell's + N 
That 1 ſit on his Skiets; ey 
Upon which Word * made his * long blue 

Coats, N bete I 111k 

And in the Court wore * them himſelf: ae A 
And meeting with the Biſhop, quoth he, my Lord, I 1 
Here's Skirts enough now for your Grace to ſit on: 

Vo r. IX. H Whi 


9—ů ; 


TT of any good I did, 


„ 
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Which yexed the Biſhop to the very Heart; 

This is the reaſon why they wear long Coats. 

2 Mer, Tis always ſeen, and mark it for a Rule, 
That one great Man will envy ſtill another; 

But tis a thing that nothing concerns me: 

What, ſhall we now to Maſter Banifter's ? 


1 Aer, Ay, 2 577 1 171 1 for our 
r 


LExeunt. 
 Bnter che Uſher, and the er rhe Meat goes over | 
PHO Oy ' Stage. 


' Uſh. Uncoyer there, Gentlemen. 


Enter Cromwell, Bedford, Suffolk, Id Cromwell, 
Friskibal, Goodman Seely, and Artendants. 


Crem. 'My' noble Lords of Suffolk and Bedford, 
Your Honours' welcome to poor Cromwell's Houſe: 
Where is my Father ? nay, be covered, Father, 

Altho that Duty to theſe Noblemen doth. challenge it, 
Yee I'll make bold with them. 

Your Head doth bear the Calender of Care : 

What? Cromwell cover d, and his Father bare ? 

Je muſt not be. Now, Sir, to you; 

Is not your Name Friskibal, » Hlarentine 2. 

Friſ. My Name was Fristibal, l cruel Fate 
Did rob os of my Name, and of my State. 

Crom. What Fortune brought: you to this Country 

now ? 
Friſ. All other Parts have left me ſuccowleſs, 
Save only this, becauſe of Debts I have 1 
I hope to gain, for to relieve my want. 
ou not once Jude Florence Bridge, 
Help a a — Man, robb' 3 | 
1 Tame was Cromwell ? 
I never made m — 


I alas lov'd d Naon wit my heart 


Thomas Lord Cromwell. 171 
crom. I am that Cromwell that you there reliey'd, 
Sixteen Duckets you gave me for to clothe me, 

Sixteen to bear my Charges by the way, 

And ſixteen more I had for my Horſe · hire; 

There be thoſe ſeveral Sums juſtly return'd : 

Yet it Injuſtice were, that weve at my need, 

For to repay them-without Intereſt : MN 
Therefore receive of me theſe four ſeveral Bags; 

In each of them there is four hundred Mark, a 
And bring to me the Names of all your Debtors, 

And if they will not ſee you paid, I will. 

0 forbid, that I ſhould ſee him fall, 

That helpt me in my greateſt need of all, | 
Here ſtands my Father that firſt gave me Life, IN 
Alas what Duty is too much for him ? 

This Man in time of need did fave my Life, 
And therefore cannot do too much for him. 

By this old Man I oftentimes was fed, 

Elſe might I have gone ſupperleſs to Bed, 
Such kindneſs have 1 had of theſe three Men, 
That Cromwell no way can repay agen. 

Now ia to Dinner, for we ſtay too long, 

And to good Stomachs is no greater wrong. 
| al 5 "= [Exeunt. 


Enter Gardiner in his Study, and his n 


Gard. Sirrah, where be thoſe Men I caus'd to lay? 
Ser. They do attend your Pleaſure, Sir, within. 
Gard. Bid them come hither, and ſtay you with- 


,__ out, 
For by thoſe Men the Fox of this ſame Land, 
That makes a Gooſe of better than himſelf, 
Muſt worried be unto his lateſt home; - ; 
Or Gardiner will fail in his intent. 
As for the Dukes of Suffolk and of Norfolk, © 
Whom; 1 have ſent for to come ſpeak with me 
Howſoever outwardly they ſhadow it, 
Yet in their Hearts I know ns love him not. . 
| 2 As 


— 


| 
| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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As for the Earl of Bedford, he is but one, 
And een, en do N 4006 IÞ 


Eurer the to Winn. : 


Now, my Pieds you know I fay'd your Lives, 

When by the Law oy had deſerved Death; 

And then you promis d me upon your Oaths, 

To venture hoth your Lives to do me good. 
Both 0 We Wen no more than what wm will . 


_ Gard. I take your Words and that which you muſt 


do, 


Is ſervice * our God, and for your 1 
To root a Rebel from this flouriſhing La . 


One that's an Enemy. unto the Church * 


And therefore, muſt q ou take your — 


That you heard Cromwell, . Lord Chaneclor, 7 
Did wiſh a Daggey at King | 


Henry's Hearts | '_ 


Fear not to ſwear it, for I heard him ſpeak it; 't 


Therefore we'll ſhield. you from enſuing: Harms: / S 


2 Wit. If you will area as the Deed is good, 


We'll rp ba a 


18 


Gard. Kneel down, "and I wil here abſolye you 


both 3 
This Crucifix L lay 


upon your Heads, n 


And ſprinkle Holy-Water on your Brows: 
The Deed is meritorious that you doo. 


And by it it;ſhall yo purchaſe-Grace from Heav'n. 4 


1, Now, Sir, we'll undertake it, by our Souls, 
2 Vit. For Cromwell never loved none of our ſort. 
Gard. I kpow:;he doth' not; and for: both oy 1 
I will prefer on to ſome place of worth.” | 
Now get you in, vntil I call fo 24 b 


For preſently the Dukes meãn to 


Cromwell, "fit at, thy time's' not long to reign; 


The es that were eur 
Is 25 mean for me to pu 


d. down' by — 
Il thee down g : 


Thy Pride alſo * own = I L nell 


2 


— 


: Bere! {Enenne Wit 


For | 


RG i... * .. ©. . 


A ALTLY 


it 


or 


Theſe Men, My Lord, upon their Oaths affirm, 


Thomas Lord Cromwell. x73 


For thou art he hath chang'd R 
But now no more, for here the Dukes are — 


Enter Suffolk, Norfolk, and the Earl of Bedford. 


Saß. Good Even to my Lord Bi 
Nor. How fares my Lord? what are you all alone ? 
Gong | _ not alone, my Lords, my Mind is trou- 

1 know your Honours muſe wherefore I ſent, | 

And in ſuch haſte : What, came you from the King? 
„ We did, and left none but Lord Cromwell with 

im. | 
Gard, O what a Jengerovs time is this we live in? 

There's Thomas Wolſey, he's already gone, 

And Thomas Moor, he follow'd after him : 

Another Thomas yet there doth remain, 

That is far worſe than either of thoſe twain ; 

And if with ſpeed, my Lords, we not purſue it, 

I fear the King and all the Land will rue it. 
Bed. Another Thomas ? pray God it be not Cromwell: 
Gard. = Lord of Bedford, it is that Traitor Crom- 

We 
Bed. Is Cromwell falſe? my Heart will never think it. 
Suf. My Lord of Wincheſter, what likelihood, 

Or proof "hays you of this his Treachery-* N a 

Gard. My Lord, too much; call in the Men within. 


Enter the Witneſſes. 


That they did hear Lord Cromwell in his Garden, 
Wiſhed a Dagger flicking at the Heart 
Of our King Henry : What is this but Treaſon 1. 

Bed. If it be ſo, my Heart doth bleed with Sorrow. 

Sf. How ſay you, Bio what, did you hear theſe 
Words ? 

1 Wit, We did, an't like your Grace... 

Nor. In what Place was Lord Crux whe be 
* them ? | 

H ; . 2 Wit. 


: 


174 The Life aud Death of 
2 Wit. In his Garden; where we did mend a Suit, 
Which we had waited for two Years and more. 
Suf. How long is't ſince you heard him ſpeak theſe 
Words? | Ty | 
2 Wit. Some half a Year fince. | | 
Bed. How chanee that you coneeal'd it all this time 
1 Wit. His Greatneſs made us fear: that was the 
cauſe. | 
Gard. Ay, ay, his Greatneſs, that's the cauſe indeed 
And to make his Treaſon here moſt manifeſt, 
He calls his Servants to him round about, 
Tells them of Wolſey's Life, and of his Fall, 
Says that himſelf hath many Enemies, 
Aud gives to ſome of them a Park, or Manor, 
To others Leaſes, Lands to other ſome: 
What need he do this in his prime of Life, 
An if he were not fearful of his Death ? 
8zf. My Lord, tbeſe likelihoods are very great. 
Bed. Pardon me, Lords, for 1 mult needs depart ; 
Their Proofs are great, but greater is my Heart. 
1 [Exit Bedford. 
r ee take heed of that which you have 
aid ; | 
Your Souls muſt anfwer what your Tongues report: 
Therefore take heed, be wary Loom you do. a3 
2 Wit. My Lord, we ſpeak no more but truth, 
Nor. Let them depart, my Lord of Wincheſter ; 
Let theſe Men be cloſe kept until the Day of Trial. 
Gard. They ſhall, my Lord ; ho, take in theſe two 
Men. [Exeunt Witneſſes. 
My Lords, if Cromwell have a publick Trial, 
That which we do, is void, by his denial, 

You know the King will credit none but him. 
Nor. 'Tis true, he rules the King ev'n as he pleaſes, 
Sa. How ſhall we do for to attack him then? 

Gard. Marry, my Lords, thus, 
By an Act he made himſelf, oh 

With an intent to intrap ſome of our Lives, - 
And this it is; IH any Counſellor eee 
Be convicted of High Treaſon, 


* 


Thomas Lord Cromwell. 15 
He ſhall be executed without a publick Trial. | 
This Act, my Lords, he caus d the King to make, 
Suf, A did indeed, and I remember it, 
And now it is like to fall upon himſelf 
Nor. Let us not ſlack it, tis for England's good, 
We muſt be wary, elſe hell go beyond us. 
Gard. Well hath your Grace ſaid, my Lord of Norfolk, 
Therefore let us preſently to Zambeth. | © 
Thither comes Cromwell, from the Court to Nizht, // 
Let us arreſt him, ſend him to the Tower, 
And in the Morning cut off the Traitor Head. 
Nor. Come then about it, let us guard the Town, 
This is the Day that Cromwell muſt go down. 
Gard. Along my Lords; well, Cromwell is half dead, 
He ſhak'd my Heart, but I will ſhave his Head, [Exeunt. 


Enter Bedford ſolu n 


Dad. My Soul is like a Water troubled, 

And Gardiner is the Man that makes it ſo; 
O Cromwell, I do fear thy end'is near: 
Vet I'll prevent their Malice if I can, 
And in good time, ſee where the Man doth « come; 
Who little knows how near's his Day of Doom. 


Enter Cromwell with bis Train, Bedford maker a; ths 
he would ſpeak to him : He goes on. 


Crom. You're well encountred, my good Lord of 
Bedford, 
Pray pardon me, I am ſent for to the King, 
And do not know the Buſineſs yet my ſelf ; 
So re-you' well, for I muſt needs be gone. 
[ Exit with the Train. 
Bed. You . well, what remedy? 
I fear too ſoon you muſt be gone indeed : 13 
The King hath Buſineſs, but little doſt thou han, 
Who's buſy for thy Life ; thou think'ſt not _ 
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dr Cromwell and che rain hun. 
Crom. a. The ond time well 8 


ho ei on wn 5 
1 einc 
"Lond Marqueſs Darſat being ck to e. 
I muſt receive of him the Privy-Seal. 
At Lambith, bee Wel ralk our fll. 
[Exit rar Train, 
Zed. 4 How lass nd eaſy in the vin to Death? 
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wg Lord, the Doke of N, and of Sil, 
1 "i et with the Biſhop of ng nd of 1 


Intreat you to come preſently to Lemberh, 
On earneſt matters that concern the State. 
Bed. To Lambith, ſo: Go fetch me Pen and Ink, 
I and LordCremwel! there ſhall talk enough : 
«By, and our laſt, n and if he come. 23 
[He writes # Tater, 
Here, anke this Letter, and bear it to IPs 
Bid him read it, ſay it concerns him near, 
Away, be gone, make all the haſte you can, 
eee do 1 80. a woful Man. (Exit, 


6 l , ow CY 
2 — q W ”- « 
wc +a F C oa 
— * Foo - 
* 
- 
: » 2 
* 
2 
- 
* 
5 


1 0 
: : \ 


_— Vs * ˙** —— —— — — 


Enter Cromwell and his Train. 


OY : 


= . 2 Con. Is the Barge read ? 1will ftraight to Lambeth 
1 And if this one Day's Bu gels one were paſt, 
I'd take my eaſe to Morrow after trouble. 
ne now, my Friend, would'ſt thou, [| with me ? 
[Lu Meſſenger brings the Letter, puts it in his 
Pocket, | © 
Mef. Sir, here's a . Lord of Bedford, 
Gm. © good mip Os commend me to by 


Lord; 
Hold, take thoſe Angels, Fink them for thy pains, 
= 44831 | 2 11 


Me.. 


Thomas Lord Cromwell. 
© Meſ. He doth defire your Grace to read it, $447: 
Becauſe he mn it doth concern you near. 7 
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aſſure himſelf of that, farewel, © 
To morrow, tell him, he ſhall hear from me. 


Set on before there, and away to Lambeth. (Exeunt. 


Enter Wincheſter, Suffolk, Norfolk, Bedford, Sorjeant 
at Arms, the Herald, and Halberts. 
Gard, Halberts, ftand cloſe unto the Water-ſide, 
Serjeant at Arms, be'bold in your Office, k 
Herald, deliyer the Server? hog | | 
Her. This to give notice to all the King's SubjeQs, 
The late Lord Cromwell, Lord Cas of England, 
Vicar General oyer the Realm, | 
Him to hold and eſteem as a Traitor, 
Againſt the Crown and Dignity of PEE 
So God ſave the King, 
Gar. Amen. 
Bed. Amen, and root thee from the Land, 
For whilſt choy'liveſt Truth cannot ſtand, | 
Nor. Make'a Lane there, the Traitor is at band, by 
Keep back Cromwell Men: 5 
Drown them if they come on. Serjeant, your Office.” 


Crom, Bid 


— 


Enter Cromwell, they make a Lane with their Halherts; 


Crom. What means my Lord of Norfolk by theſe 
Words © 
Sirs, come along. Eu | 
Gard. Kill them; if they-come on. 
Ser. Lord Cromwell, in King Henry's Name, 
I do arreſt your Honour of High Treaſon. 

om. Serjeant, me of Treaſon ? 

g [Cromwell's Men offer to draw. 

Se Kill chem, if they draw a Sword. 

Crom, Hold, 1 charge you,. as you loye me, draw 
not 2 Sword. ths 
Who dares accuſe Cromwell of Treafon noc? 

Gard, This is no Place to reckon up your Crime, 
Your Dove-like Looks were view'd wich Serpents Eyes 
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178 be Life and Death of 
Crom. With Serpents Eyes indeed, by thine they were, 
But, Gardiner, do thy worſt, 1 fear thee not, 

' My Faith compar'd with thine, as much ſhall paſs, 

As doth the Diamond excel the Glaſs. | 
Attach'd of Treaſon, no Accuſers by, . 
Indeed what Tongue dares ſpeak ſo foul a Lye? 

| ,, Nor. My Lord, my Lord, matters are too well known, 

And it is time the King had note thereof. 

Cem. The King, let me go to him Face to Face, 

No better Trial 1 deſire than that, | 

Let him but ſay, that Cromwel/'s Faith was feign'd, 

Then let my Honour and my Name be ftain'd ; 

If &'er my Heart againſt the King was ſet, 

O let my Soul in Judgment anſwer it: 

Then if my Faith's confirmed with his Reaſon, 

Gainſt whom hath Cromwell then committed Treaſon ? 
Suf. My Lord, your Matter ſhall be tried, 

Mean time with patience content your ſelf, 
Crom. Perforce I muſt with Patience be content: 

O dear Friend Bedford, doſt thou ſtand ſo near? 

Cromwell rejoyceth, one Friend ſheds a Tear. 

And whither is't? which way muſt Cromwell now? 
| - Gard, My Lord, you muſt unto the Tower : 
Lieutenant, take him to your Charge. 

Com. Well, where you pleaſe ; yet before I part, 

Let me confer a little with my Men. 

Gard. As you go by Water ſo you ſhall. _ 
Crom. | have ſome Buſineſs preſent to impart. 

Nor. You may not ſtay, Lieutenant, take your Charge. 
Crom. Well, well, my Lord, you ſecond Gardiner's 


Text. | 

Norfolk, farewel, thy turn will be the next. 
| [Exit Cromwell and the Lieutenant. 
Gol. ip guilty Conſcience makes him raye, my 

Lord. - 

Nor. Ay, let him talk, His time is ſhort enough. 
- Gard. My Lord of Bedford, come, you weep for him, 
That would not ſhed a Tear for you. 

Bed. It grieves me for to ſee his ſudden Fall. | 
Gard. Such Succeſs wilh I unto Traitors all, ¶Exeunt. 
4 Enter 


n 


Condition 1 ſpent half the Wealth I have; 


Thomas Lord Cromwell. 179 


Enter two Citixens. 


lf Cit. Why 2 can this News be true? _is't-poſlible ? 
1 1300 Cromwell arreſted upon High e 
I hardly will believe it can be ſo. 
2 Ci. It is too true, Sir, would i it were otherwiſe, 


1 was at Lambeth, ſaw him there arreſted, 
And afterward commited to the Tower. 

I RY was't for Treaſon that he was commit 

2 cit. Kind Noble Gentleman: I may rue the 
All that 1 have, I did enjoy by W | . 2 
And if he die, then all my State is gone. 

I Cit. It may be hoped that he ſhall not 3. 

Becauſe the King did favour him ſo much. 
2 Cit. O Sir, you are deceiy'd in thinking ſo; 

The Grace and Favour he had with the King, 

Hath caus'd him have ſo many Enemies: 

He that in Court ſecure will keep himſelf, 

Muſt not be great, for then he is envied 3 

The Shrub is ſafe, when as the Cedar hakes: 

For whiere the King doth love aboye compare, 

Of others they as much more enyied- are, 

1 Cie, Tis pity. that this Nobleman ſhould. fall, 
He did ſo many charitable Deeds. 

2 Cir. Tis true, and yo tka ſee in each Eſtate, 
There's none ſo good, ome one doth him hate, 
And they before ar? te him in the Face, 

Will be the foremoſt to do him diſgrace: 
What. will you go along unto the Court? 
1 Cie, I care not if 1 do, and hear the News, | 
How Men will judge what will become of him. 7 
2 Cit. Some Men will ſpeak hardly, ſome will ſpeak in 
pity. 
Go vol a the Court, I'll go into the City, 
There I am ſure to hear more News than vou. 
1 Cit, Why then ſoon will we meet again. LExene. 
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Thy. eee came y oaks fi or 5 
They fall a 5 N fo Aol 1 705 5 1 A $26 
What Glory was in England {ml had I not 
ber ay Nag more 777M yet 
cept the K1 r an 
[The er T a After age, ſhall, walk 1. 

e Men, more ſudden : Fa 

A 80 1 dd d ee me 55 ö , 

"Was very deſirous for. to ſpeak .to me: 
And afterward fept unte me a Letter, , 
The which I think 1 have ſtill in my Pocket. 


Now I read it, ha leiſure 
| And this 17 en "The ' WD the Letter. 


Uke it is. 
My Lend. e tk 
For if you Plat State is „ 
dud thi 7 our Life, and if you come : 
Ties £8 6.1 lere your fol. ay where you are, . 


o God, had 1 but read this Letter, 

Then had 1 been free from the Lion's Paw: 
1 pan this to read until to Morrow, | 
at Joy, and did embrace my Sorrow. 


Enter the Lan of the* Tower and officers. 


Now, Maſter Lieutenant, when's this Day of Death ; 
Lien Mas, my Lord, would I might never fee it: 
Here are the Dukes of Suffolk and of Norfolk, 
Winchefter, Bedford, and Sir Richard Rattliff, 
With others, but why they come I know not. 
Crom. No matter wherefore, Cromwell is repar'd, 
For Gardiner has my Life and State inſnar' 


- Bid them come in, # you 'ſhalf do them eg 
| For. here ſtands be whom ſome think liyes too long. 
N Learning 
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Thomas Lord Cromwell. 1 
Learning kills Learning, and inſtead of Ink 5 
To dip his "ow n Heart: loop 1 Fi W 
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F314 1 Fe mer fl the Ml. Nn .* 
Nyr. Good Morrow, Cromwell, What, alone ſo 342 
= One good among you, none of you are ot : 
ag hoy 4 part; it beſt firs me be alone. 

Sadneſs with me, hot 1 wich any one. 

What, is the King acquainted with my Cauſe .} _ 
Nor. We 77 he ps: anſwered us, my Lord. 
Crom.' Ho! at x com co ſpexk with bim wy | fer? 
Gard. The King is fo 16 ed of your Guile, 

He will by no means admit you to his Preſence. _, 
Crom. No way admit ing! am I fo ſoon forgot 2 

Did he but yeſterday embrace my Neck, 

And ſaid that Cromwell was even half bimfelf | 

And are his Princely Ears ſo much bewitch'd _ | 

With ſcandalous Tgnominy, and ſland'rous . 'Y 

That now he doth deny to look on me? | 

Well, m my Lord Wincheſter, no doubt but you | 

Are much in favour with his Majeſty, '_ 

Will you bear a Letter from me to his Grace? 
Gard. Pardon me, 1'll bear no Traitor's Letters, 
Crom. Ha, will you do this kindneſs then ? 

Tell I bigs by. word of Mouth what I ſhall if 92 

Gard at will I. 
Crom. But on your Honour will you? ? 
Gard. Ay, on my Honour, 8 
Crom. Bear witneſs, Lords. 

Tell him, when he hath known you, 

And try'd your Faith but half ſo much as mine, | 

He'll find you to be the falſeſt-hearted Man 

In England : Pray tell him this. 

Bed. Be patient, good my Lord, in theſe Extremities. 
Crom. My kind and honourable Lord of Bedford, 

I know your Honour always loy'd me well, 

But, pardon me, this {till ſhall be my Theme, 

Gardiner's the cauſe makes Cromwell ſo extreme: 

Sir Ralph Sadler, pray a word with you ; 
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Gape not for State, yet loſe no (| 


Tou were my Man, and all Fn — e 
Came by my means, to 
4 you take this Litter bare © + ag 4 
Ld 21 it with your own Hands to the King: 
your Hand, and never will I reſt, 
Ere to the King >: this be delivered... \ | [Exit Sadler. 
'  Crom. Why yet Cromwell bath one Friend in ſtore, - 
Gard. But all the haſte he makes ſhall be but in 
Here's a diſcharge for your Priſoner, 
To ſee him executed | ron te : 
My Lord, you hear the tenor of your Life. 
„ | Crom. I do embrace it, un" lt my laſt date, 
And of this gliſtering World I take aſt leave, 
And, Noble Lords, I take my leave of + 
As willingly I go to meet with Death, 


As Gardiner did pronounce it with his Breath : ' 
From Treaſon is my Heart as white as Snow, 


=> Death n by my Foe:. 

I pray commend me to my Sovereign King, 
And tell him in what fort his Cromwell dy d. 
To loſe his Head. before his Cauſe was, try d; 
But let his Grace, when, be ſhall hear. my n 


A 74 
Enter young Cromwell, : 


© Lieu. Here is your Son come to take his leave. 
8 To take his leave? Come hither, Harry Crom: 
Mark, Boy, the laſt words that I 125 to thee; | 


Flatter not Fortune, neither fawu upon her; 
f Honour ; 
Ambition, like the Plague, ſee thou eſchew it. 

1 die for Treaſon, Boy, and never knew it , 

Vet let thy Faith as ſpotleſs be as mine, 

And Cromwell's Virtues in thy Face ſhall ſhine; 
Come, go along and ſee me leaye my Breath, 

And 1'Il leave thee upon the floor of Death. 

Son. O Father, I ſhall die ta ſee that Wound, 


Your Blood being ſpili will make my Heart to ſound. 


Dean. 


Thomas Lord Cromwell. 183 
Crom. How, Boy, not look upon the Axe? 
How ſhall I do then to have my Head ſtrook off ? 
Come on, my Child, and ſee the end of all, 
And after ſay, that Gardiner was my Fall. 
Gard. My Lord, you ſpeak it of an envious Heart, 
I have done no more than Law and Equity, - - 
Bed. O, my good Lord of Wincheſter, forbear ; 
It would better ſeemed you to been abſent, 
Than with your Words diſtrub a dying Man. 
crom Who me, my Lord ? no: he diſturbs not me, 
My Mind he ſtirs not, tho his mighty Shock | 
Hath brought more Peers Heads down to the Block: 
Farewel, my Boy, all Cromwell can bequeath, 
My hearty Bleſſing, ſo I take my leave. 
Hang. I am your Death's Man, pray my Lord for- 
give me. De 
Crom. Ev'n with my Soul, why Man thou art my Doc- 
tor, 
And bring'ſt me precious Phyſick for my Soul; 
My Lord of Bedford, I deſire of you, 
Before my Death a corporal Embrace. | 
[Bedford comes to him, Cromwell embraces him. 
Farewel, great Lord, my Love I do commend ; 
My Heart to you, my Soul to Heay'n I ſend ; 
This is my Joy, that ere my Body fleet, 
Your honour'd Arms is my true Winding- ; 
Farewel, dear Bedford, my Peace is 21 in Heav'n; 
Thus falls great Cromwell a poor Ell in length, 
To riſe to unmeaſur'd height, wing' d with new ſtrength, 
The Lands of Worms, which dying Men diſcover, 
My Soul is,{hrin'd with Heaven's Celeſtial Cover. 
( Exeunt Cromwell and the Officers, and others, 
Bed. Well, farewel Cromwell, the trueſt Friend | 
That ever Bedford ſhall paſſeſs again; | 
Well, Lords, 1 fear when this Man is dead, 
You'll wiſh in vain that Cromwell had a Head, 


Enter one with Cromwell's Head. | 


Offic, Here is the Head of the deceaſed . 
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Bed. Pray thee go hence, and bear his Head'; away, 
Unto his Body, inter them both in Clay, | 


WE Euter Sir Ralph Sadler, 


ag. How now, my Lords, what i is Lord muell 
? 
Bed. Lord Cromwell's Body now doth want a Head. 
Sad. O God, a little ſpeed had ſav'd his Life, 
Here is a kind Reprieye come from the King, 
To wk him ftraight unto his Majeſty. 
y, ay, Sir Ralph, Reprieves come now too late. 
. — My Conſcience now tells me this Deed was ill; 
Would Chriſt that Cromwell were alive again. 
Nor. Come let us to the King, whom ell I know, 
Wil grieve f for Cromwell, that his Death was ſo.” 
| [Exennt omnes. 
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PROLOGUE. 


HE Abe Title, Gentlemen, ber, 
pon the* Argument we have in Hand, 

May breed ſuſpence, and wrong fully diſturb 
The peaceful Quiet of your ſettled Thoughts : _ 
To flop which Scruple, let this brief ſuffice, 
. is no pamper'd Glutton we prefent, © 
Nor aged Counſellor to youthful Sin; 
But one, whoſe Virtue ſhone above the reſt, : 
A valiant Martyr, and a virtuous Peer; 
In whoſe true Faith and Loyaity expreſt 
Unto Bis Sovereign, and. bis Country's weal, 
We ſtrive to pay that Tribute of our Love 
Your Favours merit; let fair Truth be grab d, 


Since forg'd Inveiition former Time defac'd.. © 


Dramatis 


> Lady Cobham. 


"1 > 


- Thi Biſhop'of 


| Dramatis 'Perfone. 


ING Henry the Fifth. 
Sir John Oldcaſtle, Lord Cobham. 
| Servant to the Lord Cobham,  _ 
Heibert irh Gough bis Als. 
| Land Powis, with Owen, and Davy, his Men: 
The Mayor of Hereford, and Sheriff of ns, 
with 24 5 and Servants. by 

Two Judges of Aſſize. | 
Rocheſter, and Glun his Sumner, 4 
Ar John ie Parſon of Wrotham, and Doll his Ceneubine. 
The Dale of Suffolk. 
The Earl of Huntington. 

The Earl of 1::4n 8 
Lord Scroop. + 
Lord Grey. | | 
Chartres the French Agent, | I 
2 3a Net ANT It BRL 


= Murley che 443 wp Dunſtable, * 


Maſter Butler; Gentleman of the Privy Chamber,” 


_ Powis. . 
if of Kent, y ® 


Lord TT Wards of the Cinque-Ports. 

Lieutenant of the Tower. 

' The Mayor, Conſtable, and Goaler of St. Albans. 
- A Kentiſh Conflable and an Ale-man. 

Soldiers and old Men begging. 

Dick and Tom, Servants to Murley. 

An Iriſhman. 

An Hoſt, Hoſiler, a Carrier and Kate. 


Sir John Oldcadte. 


Act 5 SCENE 4. 


Enter Sheriff, Lord Reiben 81 e 
h. * r nigen | 
MOONS... ren 17 ery ro”: 
* RI | 
To r Lords 1 charge ye in bis Highneſs 
2 1 Name to keep the Peace, you and your 
97 Followers. 
e. Good Maſter Sheriff, look unto 
1 pour ſelf. 
3 Pow. Do ſo, for we haye othet Buſi- 
ann enen C profi to feht again. 
"th Will ye diſturb the Judges, and the Aſſize* * * 
Hear the King's Proclamation, ye were belt. | 
Feu. Hold then let's hear it. 
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Omen. Whas, tas ber noting to fa, 070 

iS Coſs Plut, down wich her, Jon 

Da O nay, S W 0 

with . A Pia peu 4 B48 «Sort 

Gough. A Herbert, a Herbert, and down with Potuis. 
-; [Helter Shelter again. 

Sher. Hold in the King” ; Name, hold. 
er Doyyn with a Knaye's Name, down. 


[Lw#he fight the'Bailff is knock'd down, and the 


and the others run away. 
Her. Powis, 1 think thy Welſp and thou do ſmart. 
Pow. Herbert, 1 think _ Sword came near thy Heart, 
Her. Thy Heart's beſt Blood ſhall pay the loſs of mine. 
Gongh, A Herbert, a Herbert. 
Davy AN a Nein. 

eee 

As they are n, Enter the Mayor of Hereford, hi 

Officers and Townſmen with Clubs. 


Ee 
ny, * 


May. My Lords, as you are Liegemen to the Crown, 
True Noblemen, and Subjects to the King, 
Attend his He Highoefs Proclamation, 
- the Judges of Aſſiae, 
or keeping Peace at this A Amb | 
Her. Good Maſter Mayor of Hereford, be brief. 
. May. Serjeant, without the Ceremonies of O yes, 
Pronounce aloud the Proclamation. 
- - Ser. The King's Juſtices perceiving what publick Miſ- 
— may enſue this private Quarrel; in his Majeſty's 
| do ftraitly charge and command all Perſons, of 
gree r to depart this City of Hereford, 
| = ſuch as are bound to give attendance at this 
Aſſize, and that no Man preſume to wear any Weapon, 
eſpecially Welſp- Hooks; Foreſt- Bills. 
Owen. Haw ? No Pill nor Wells-Hoog ? 2 ha? 
May. Peace, and hear the Proclamation. 


143k 
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Ser. And that the Lord Powis do diſperſe 
and diſcharge his Retinue, and Gs 1 — 
King's Peace, he and his a on pain ot Im- 


onment. 
8 ! 2 her Lord Powis in Priſon? A Pole, 


les. Hl 


Gough, A Herbert, a Herbert. an e 


Is this fight the Lord Herbert is . and. fails o 


the Ground, the Mayor and his Company cry for Clubs: 
Powis runs away, Gough and Herbert's Faction are 
buſy about him. Enter the two Judges, the 3 and 
his Bailiffs afore them, &c. 


x Judge Where's the Lord Herbors? Is he hurt or 


ſlain ? 


Sher, He's here, my Lord, | , 


2 Judge. How fares his Lordſhip, Friends Na 
Gough. Mortally wounded, ſpeechleſs, he cannot live. 
I Jang, Convey him hence, let not his Wounds take 


nd get him 'dreſt. with Expedition. 
unte pedo. L. Herbert and Gough. 


Maſter Mayor of. Hereford, Maſter Sheriff Wal 
Commit Lord Pozuis to ſafe Cuſtody, 


Lord Herbert's Peril, and his high contempt 
Of us; and you the King's Commiſſioners, 
See it be done with Care and Diligence. 


all recov 
* Judge. Yet let ſearch be made, 
To — * his Followers that are left. 
Sher. There are ſome of them: Sirs, lay hold of 8 
Owens of and why 2. what has her done, I pray 
ou? 
| Sher, Diſarm 4 Bailiffs. 
May. Officers aſſiſt. 


To anfwer the diſturbance of the Peace, "7s \ 


Sher, Pleaſe it your Lordſhip, my Lord Powis is gone 


* Hear you, Lord Shudge, what reſſon for this ? 2 
OWene 


| 
i 
| 

1 
'2 

ö 


O. Coſſoon, for for our Lord? 

24! Judges) Away —.— ue 1 

Davy. Harg 
gun, Gong 

ve. 

9 Tee live and tye in — _ 
_ Pra — 48 pon do ſhuftice, ler aw] be Priſon. 


157 l © 


4282 211 «3 << K 


. 


75 — Shudg udge, 1 woo! zo! re you pale, Icky 


2 Je. What Bai? what Suretie:s 
Davy. Her Cozen ap Nice, ap — oP 
Morgamn, ap Llaollyn, ap "Madoc, a 
ap Davy, ap Owen, ap Shinken 
2 Judge. Two of ho moſt — are enow; 
Sher. And't pleaſe your Lordſhip theſe are all but one. 
1 Judge. To Gott with tem aud the Lord Herber:'s 
Men. [Exe unt. 
We'll talk with them, when the Aſſize al! 
Riotous, audacious, and unruly rooms, 
Muſt we be foteed to come from the Bench, A 
To quiet Brawl, which every Conſtable” 
In other civil Places can ſuppreſs ? 


ap Griff, 


2 Judge. What was the quarrel that caus'd allthis Stir} 
Sher. About Religion, as I have heard, my Lord, 


Lord Powis's detracted from the Power of Rome, 
Affieming Wicklif”s Doctrine to be tue, + Heaton, 


And Rome's erroneous : Hot Reply was rde * 


By the Lord Herbert, they were Traitors all” 
That would maintain it. Potwis anſwer'd, 
Tbey were as true, as noble, and as wiſe 
As he, that would defend it with their Lives. 


He nam'd for inſtance Sir John Oldcafile * 


The Lord cob ham: Herbert teply'd again, 
He, thou and aff are Fraitors that fo hold. 
The Lie was giv'n, the ſeveral Factions rv, ä 


And ſo enrag'd, that we could not appeaſe it! 


1 Judge. This caſe concerns the King's — ative, 
And tis dangerous to the State and Commonwealth. 


Sentlemen, Juſtices, Maſter Mayor, and Maſter Sheriff, 


it doth behoyeus all, and each of us 


e Ia 


% Lord = Lord bers Man's 4 ſhitten 


"Morite; ap 


Ez 


' | l | 
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In general and particular, to have care, 4 
For the ſuppreſſing of all Mutinies, _ 
And all Aſſemblies, except Soldiers Muſters, 
For the King's Preparation into France. 
We hear of ſecret Conventicles made, 
And there is no doubt of ſome Conſpiracies, 
Which may break out into rebellious Arms 
When the King's gone, perchance before he go: 
Note as an inſtance, this one perillous Fray, 
What Factions might have grown, on either part, 
To the deſtruction of the King and Realm: 
Yet,' in my Conſcience, Sir Pho Oldcaſtle's 
Innocent of it, only his Name was us'd. | 
We therefore from his Highneſs give this Charge x 
You Maſter Mayor, look to your Citizens, 
You Maſter Sheriff, unto your Shire, and you 
As Juſtices in every one's Precindt, #9 
There be no Meetings ; when the vulgar Sort 
Sit on their Ale- Bench, with their Cups and Cans, 
Matters of State be not their common talk, 
Nor pure Religion by their-Lips prophan'd. 
And thing — Acker of Fits Fray. 


Enter a Bailiff and a Sem. 


Sher. Sits, bave ye taken the Lotd Pow get? 

Bail. No, nor heard of him. 
Ser. No, he's gone far enough. 
2 Judge. They that are left behind, fl 


41 


| Atiſiper all. 

„ An | | [Exeunt. 

Enter the Duke of Suffolk, "Biſhop of Rocheſter, Maſter 
. "Butler, Sir John the Parſon of Wrotbam . 


Suff. Now, my Lord Biſhop, take free Liberty *. 
To ſpeak your Mind; what is your Suit to u:??? 

Roch. My noble Lord, no more than what you know, 
And have been oftentimes inveſted with: n 
Grieyous Complaints have paſt between the Lips 
Of envious Perſons to upbraid the Clergy, 

VOI. IX. 1 Some 


8 


194 7 be Hiſtory: 8 
Some carping at the Livings which we haves, 
And others ſpurning ar the. Ceremopies 
That are of ancient Cuſtom in the Church. 
Amongſt the which, Lord Cobharn is a Sat: 2 
What Inconvenience may proceed heteof, 
Both to the King, and to the Commonwealth, 
May eaſily be diſcern d, when like a frenſy 
This Innovation ſhall poſſeſs their Minds. 
Theſe Upſtarts will baye Followers to wield. 
Their damn'd Opinion, more than Harry 
To undergo his quarrel Saia the French, 
Suff. What proof is there againſt thee ot 10 
That what yo lay the Law may juſtif/ 
Roch. They give themſelves LR Nabe of Proteſtants, 
And meet in Fields and ſolitary Groves. 
S. John, Was ever heard, my Lord, the like till now? 
That Thieves and Rebels, "blood Hereticks, 
Plain Hereticks, I'll ſtand to't to their Teeth, 
Should have, to colour their vile Practices, : 
A Title of ſuch worth, as Proteſtant ? 4 


" Enter one with a a Letter. 3 


* a 


Siff o but you muſt not ſwear, it ill becomes 
One of your Coat, to rap out bloody Oaths, 

Roch, Fan him, Nene, my Lord, it. is his Zen 
An honeſt Country Prela o laments „ 
To ſee ſuch faul Aiorder 7 in the 'Cha ch. 

8, John. There's one they call him in Sir J: n. 
He has. not his Name for nought : For like a Caſtle 
Doth he encompaſs them within his _ 

But till that Caſtle, be ſubverted quite, 
We ne'er ſhall be at quiet in the Realw. 

Roch. This is our Suit, my Lord, that he be talen 


And brought in queſtion for his Hereſy; „r 
Beſide, tw o Letters. brought me out of Wales, Lhe 
Wherein my Lord of Harzford writes to me, _v 

What ak and {edition was begun, | 


nn ale Lines there, ts 
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For they had much aflo to calm the Rage, 8 
And that the valiant Herbert is there Lain. 1 

Suff. A Fire that muſt be quench'd, d. Well ſay no more. 
The King anon goes: to the Council Chamber, en 
There to debate of Matiers toucbin L = 
As be doth paſs by, I'll inform his Grace 
Concerning your Petition, Maſter Butler, 
If 1 forget, do you remember me. 

But. I will, my Lord. 4 

Roch, Not 38 a ecompence, - 
But as a 52 of our Love to Joe rk 3 oy 
By me, ut Lords, the Clergy Joh 
This Purſe, © and in it falta Bouſa A * 
Praying your Lordſhip to accept their Giſt. 

Suff. 1 thank them, my Lord Biſhop, for their love 
But will not take their Money; if you pleaſe | 
To give it to this Gentleman, . maß. 

Roch. Sir, then we crave Rc furtherance bern, 

Bat. The beſt I can, m of Rocheſter... -. 

2 Nay, pray RE 2 wit me. 11 all. 

ahn. Were ye all. three. u 9nd 19 * Heath 

You ould not need ſtrain N who ſhould ba . 
Sir John 9 5 quickly rid ye 125 _.. i. 

Suff. The is c0 r 7 Lond, 
1 firſt ing I will break wi oF 


Shall beghfY, Far PAP 01 20 9 116 9 ds Ha 
ome e JO AOY 0 15423, T 


Enter the King, and and Earl eee n tall. x 


"ring, My Lord of Sk 8 Ft fo 
wies ce e 2a, 


King. I 15 w it Fas. ; Far 1 hp t TY — 
* They . a 


' *4 
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King. God a Het why, 
Is there any new Rupture to Ae We ens ag 
No new, my Lord, the old is great enough, 
And fo increaſing, as if not cut down, |; 
Will breed'a — to yr Royal State $a 
And ſet your Kingdom quickly in an uproac. 
The Kentiſh I t, Lord Cobham, in deſpight 
Of any Law or ſpiritual Diſcipline, 
Maintains this upſtart new Religion ſtill, 
And divers great Aſſemblies by bis means ap 0 
And private Quarrels are commenc'd abroad, r 
As by this Letter more at large, wy Liege, * is * c ap- 
parent. | 
King. We do fad it Hee: | oy 
There was in Wales a certain ray of late 
Between two Noblemen. But what of this? 
Follows it ſtraight Lord Cobham muſt be he | 
Did cauſe the fame? 1 dare be fworn, good Knight, 
He never dream'd of any ſuch contentibn. 
Roch, But in his Name the quarrel did begin, | 
About the Opinion which he held, my Lie A - 
Ling. What If it did? was either he f in plac 
To take part with them? or abet them in * 
If brabling Fellows, whofe enkindled Blood 
Seeths in their fiery Veins, will needs go fight, 
Making their Quarrels of ſome Words that paſt 
Either of you, or you, amongſt their Cups, 
Þs the Fade pon, or ate they guilty of it? 
Suff, With pardon of your Highneſs, my trad Lon, 
Such little Sparks negleQed, may in ie 
. Grow to a mighty ty. Flame. But that's not all, 
He doth beſide maintain a ſtrange Religion, 
And will not be compell'd to come to Maſs. 
"Roch. We do beſeech. you vr: dag pow, 8 


. 861 rod 


* =o 4 
" 21 


Without Offence unto 90 40 re 
We may be bold to uſe Ache £475 6, BP 
King, jag. As how? 


Roch. To ſummon him unto the ry 8 
Where ſuch Offences have their Puniſhment: 


Toanſw „ui that your meaning? 
Na 9 way „6 


* 


1 


7 


Noc h. It is, my Lord. 
King. How if he appeal? 


Roch. My Lord, he cannot in ſuch A Caſe as this,.. 5 


Sa. Not where Religion is the Plea, my Lord. 
King. I took it always, that our (elf ſtood on't 
As a ſufficient Refuge: Unto. Whom | 
Not any but might awfully appeal. 
But we'll not argue now upon that Point. 
For Sir John Oldcafile, whom you accuſe, 
Let me intreat you to diſpenſe a While a 
With your high Title of Preheminence. [Ii ſcorn. 
Report did never yet condemn him ſoo .. - ,- 
But he hath * been reputed loyal: | 
And in my Knowledge I can ſay thus much 
That he is virtuous, wiſe, and honourable. 
If any way his Conſcience be ſeduc d 
To waver in his Faith, 1'll ſend. for him. 
And ſchool him privately 2 If that ſerve not. 
Then afterwards you may proceed againſt him, 
Butler, be you the Meſſenger for us. 
And will him preſently repair to Court. LExit. 


& 100 


8. John. How how my Lord ? why ſtand you dif- | 


no ORE $f] £05420 {od be glad bo | 
Inſooth, methinks, the King hath well decreed. _ . 
Roch, Ay, ay, Sir Jobn, if he would keep his word : 
But I perceive he favours him ſo much neck 
As this will be to ſmall Effect, I fear. 
S. John. Why then I'll tell you what you're beſt to do: 
If you ſuſpect the King will he but cold f 


In Zn ſend you a Proceſs too 


To ſerve; upon him, ſo you may be ſure 
To make him anſwer't, howſoever it fall. 
Roch. And well remembred, I will have it ſo, 


A Sumner ſhall be ſent about it ſtraight  [Fit.. 
S. John. Yea, do ſo. In the mean ſpace this remains 


For kind Sir John of Wrotham, honeſt Jack: 
Methinks the Purſe of Gold the Biſhop gave 


Made a good ſhew, it had a tempting Look : 


Beſhrew me, but my Fingers ends do itch | . 
To be upon thoſe golden Ruddocks, Well tis thus; 1 
5 3 | 


Hir John Oldcaſtle» 19 


| 
i 
| 
. 
| 
1 
| 
| 


err ——— LEA x. 7 

198 The Hiſtory of © 

I am not as the World doth take me for: 

If ever Wolf were cloathed in Sheep's Coat, n 

Then I am he; old tyiddle and twang faith : 

A Prieſt in ſhew, but, in plain Terms, a Thief: 
Yet let me tel you too, an honeſt Thief, | 

One that will take it where it may be ſpar, 

And ſpend it _—_ in good Fellowſhi 

I have as many Sha pes as Proteus h 

That ftill when any Villany is done, 

There may none ſuſpect it was Sir Sohn, 

Beſides, to comfort me, (for what's this 

Except the crabbed Bitternefs thereof 

Be ſweetned now and then with Lachen ? 1 

1 have my Doll, my Concubine as were, 

To frolich with, 2 bouncin OE | 

But whilſt I loiter here, the Gold may . i 

And that muſt not be ſo: It is mine own, 

Therefore I'll meet him on his way to Court, 

And ſhrive him of it, there will be the TR | (Exit. 


"Enter four oor People, ſom Soldier's, ſom ol. at Men. 


x. God help, God help, there's Law for puniking, 
Bat theres no Law for Neceſſit 7: 
There be more Stocks to ſet poor Soldiers in, 
Than there be Houſes to relieve them at. ut 
Old Man. Ay, N decays in 1 7 place, 
Even as St; Peter writ, ſtill worfe and worſe. | 
2. Maſter Mayor of Rochefter bas given command, 
That none hall go abroad out of the Pariſh, and has 
ſet down an Order forfooth, what every poor'Houſhol- 
der muſt give for our Relief; where there be ſome ſeſ- 
ſed, I may 27 to you, had almoſt as much need to beg 
as we. 
1. It is a hard World the while. 
Old Man. If a poor Man ask at the Door for God's 
ſake, they ask him for 2 | Licence or a Certificate from a 
Mee, 
a 2. Faith we have aohe * what we bear upon our 
Bodies, our maim'd rund God help us. | 


4. 
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4. And yet as lame as I am, I'll with the King into 
France, if I can but crawl a Ship-board, I had rather 
be ſlain in France, than ſtarve in England. * 1 
Old Man. Ha, were I but as Juſty as I was at Shrew/- 
bury Battel, I would not do as I do; but we are now 
come to the good Lord Cobham's Houle, the beſt Man 


to the Poor in all Kent. 
4. God bleſs him, there be but few ſuch. 


Enter Cobham with Harpool. 


L Cob. Thou peeviſh froward Man, what wouldſt thow 
ave? 3 

Har. This Pride, this Pride, brings all to beggery, 

I ſery'd your Father, and your Grandfather, 

Shew me ſuch two Men now: No, no, 

Your Backs, your Backs ; the Devil and Pride 

Has cut the Throat of all good Houſe-keeping, 

They were the beſt Yeomens Maſters that 

ver were in England. 

Cob. Yea, except thou have a crew of filthy Knaves 
And ſturdy Rogues ſtill feeding at my Gate, | 
There is no Hoſpitality with thee. 

Har. They may fit at the Gate well enough, but the 
Devil of any thing you give them, except they'll eat 
Stones. 

Cob. Tis long then of ſuch hungry Knaves as you: 

Yea, Sir, here's your Retinue, your Gueſts be come, 
They know their hours, I warrant you. | 

Old Man, God bleſs your Honour, God ſave the good 
Lord Cobham, and all his Houſe. 

Sold, Good your Honour, beſtow your bleſſed Alms 
upon poor Men. 

Cob. Now, Sir, here be your Alms Knights: 

Now are you as ſafe as the Emperor. 

Har. My Alms Knights? Nay, they're yours: 

It is a ſhame for you, and Ill ſtand to it, | 

Your fooliſh Alms maintains more Vagabonds 

Than all the Noblemen in Kent beſide. 

Out you Rogues, you Knaves, work for your Lig | 
L 4 | 


2 


| 


Alas, poor Men, they may beg their Hearts out. 
There's no more Charity among Men + 

Than amongſt ſo many Maſtive Dogs. 

What make you here, you needy Knaves? 

Away, away, you Villains. * 

2 Sold. I beſeech you, Sir, be good. | 

Cob. Nay, nay, they know thee well enough, I 

think that al the Beggars in this Land are thy Acquain- 
= go beſtow your Alms, none will controul you, 

ir. 
Har. What ſhould I give them? you are grown ſo 
beggarly, that you can ſcarce give a bit of Bread at your 


Door: you talk of your Religion ſo long, that you have 


baniſhed Charity from you : a Man may make a Flax- 
__ ia your Kitchen Chimneys, for any Fire there is 
wrring9, 

Cob, If thou wilt A* nothing, ſend them hence: 
Let them not ſtand here ſtarving in the Cold. 

Har. Who, I drive them hence? If I drive poor Men 
from the Door, 1'It be hang'd : I know rot what 1 may 
come to my ſelf; God help ye poor Knaves, ye ſee the 
World. Well, you had a Mother: O God be with thee 
good Lady, thy Soul's at reſt : She gave more in Shirts 
and Smocks to poor Children, than you ſpend in your 
Houſe, and yet you live a Beggar too. 

Cob. Ev'n the worſt deed that ever my Mother did, 
Was relieving ſuch a Fool as thou. 

Har. Ay, I am a Fool till : with all your Wit you'll 
die a Bezgar, go to. 

Cob. Go, vou old Fool, give the poor People ſome- 
thing : Go in, poor Men, into the inner Court, and take 


- ſuch Alms as there is to be had. 


Sold. God bleſs your Honour. 

Har. Hang you, Rogues, hang you, there's nothing 
but Miſery amongſt you, you fear no Law, you. [Ex. 
Old Man, God bleſs you, good Maſter Ralph, God 


ve your Life, you are good to the Poor ſtill. 


FExeunt. 


Enter 


Sir John Oldcaſtle. z0 1 
Enter the Lord Powis difnis'd. | 


cob. What Fellow's yonder comes along the Grove? 

Few Paſſengers there be that know this way: Y 

Methinks be ſtops as tho he ſtaid for me, 

And meant to Ihroud himſelf among the Buſhes. . 

I know the Clergy hates me to the Death, 

And my Religion gets me many Foes: 

And this may be ſome deſperate Rogue 1 at! 

Suborn'd to work me Miſchief : as pleaſeth God -. 

If he come toward me, ſure I'll tay his coming. 

Be he but one Man, whatſoeyer he be.. 
yo [ Lord Powis comes on. 

I have been well acquainted with that Face. . 
Pow. Well met, my honourable Lord and Friend. 
Cob, You are welcome, Sir, whate*er you be; 

But of this ſudden, Sir, I do. not know you. ' 
Pow, I am one that wiſheth well. unto your Honour, 

My Name is Powis, an old Friend of yours. 1 
Cob. My honourable Lord, and worthy Friend, 

What makes your Lordſhip thus alone in Kent ? 

And thus diſguiſed in this —— Attire? 
Pow. My Lord, an unexpected Accident - 

Hath at this time enforc'd me to theſe Parts, 

And thus itrhap'd : Not yet full five-Days fince,. 

Now at the laſt Aſſize at Hereford, . 10 

It chanc'd that the Lord Herbert and my ſelf, . 

Mongſt other things diſcourſing at the Table, 

To fall in Speech about ſome certain Points - 

Of Wickliff's Doctrine *gainſt the Papacy, 

And the Religion Catholick maintain'd ' 

Thro'. the moſt part of Europe at this Day: 


The wilful teſty Lord ſtuck not to ſay, { 
That Wickliff was a Knave, a Schiſmatick,.. - 
His Doctrine deviliſh and heretical: 182d 8 


And whatſoever he was maintain'd the ſame, 
Was Traitor both to God, and to his Country- 
Being moved at this peremptary Speech 
Ltold him, ſome maintain'd thoſe Opinions, 

Y *;0 oe | TD 
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Men, and truer Subjects than Lord Herbert was: 
And he replying-in Compatiſons 

Your 11 was urg' d, my Lord, againſt this Chal. 
To be Nane tear of the Truth. 

And to be ſhort, from words we fell to blows, 
Our Servants and our Tenants taking - 
Many on both ſides hurt: and for an Hour 
The Broil by no means could be pacified, 
Until the Judges rifing from the Bench, 
Were in their Perſons forc'd to part the Fray, 

Cob, 1 no Man was violently ſlain, 

Pow, Faith none I truſt, but the Lord Herbert's (elf, 
Who is in truth ſo dangerouſly hurt, 


As it is doubted he can hardly 'ſcape. | 

Cob, I am ſorry, my good Lo of theſe ill News. 
Pow. This is the cauſe that drives me into Rent, | 

To ſhroud my ſelf with tort pov: a Friend, 


Until 1 hear how things do at home. 
Cob. Your Lordſhip is moſt wel&6me unto cob ham: 

But I am very ſorry, my good Lord,” 

My Name was brought in queſtion in this Matter, 


Conſidering I have many Enemies, 


That threaten Malice, and do lie in wait 

To take the vantage of the ſmalleſt thing. l 
But you are welcome, and repoſe your Lordſhip, 
And keep your ſelf here ſeeret in my Houſe, 


Until we bear how the Lord Herbert ſpeeds. 


EO Enter Hatpool. — 


Here comes my Man: Sirrah, what News? 


Har. Yonder's one Mr. Butler of the Privy Chamber, 
Is ſent unto you from the King. | 
Pow, Pray God the Lord Herbert be not dead, and the 


King hearing whither J am gone, hath ſent for me. 


Cab. Comfort your ſelf, my Lord, I warrant you. 
Har. Fellow, what ails thee? doſt thou qtake? dot 


thou ſhake? doſt thou tremble ? ha? 


Cob. 


|. 
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Cob. Peace, 2 Fool : Sirrah, convey this Gen- 

— in che way, and bring the other into the: 

Walk. | 

Har. Come Sir, you're welcome, if you love my Lords, 
Pow. Gramercy, gentle Friend. [Exennts 

cb. I thought as much, that it would not be long 

Before I heard of ſomething from the King, 

About this matter, | 


Enter Harpool, with Maſter Butler. 


Har. Sir, yonder my Lord walks, you: ſee him; 
III have your Men into the Cellar 2 while, _ 

Cob, Welcome, good Maſter Butler, ive f 

Bur. Thanks, my good Lord: his Majeſty dotls 
commend his Love unto your Lordſhip, and wills you 
to repair unto the Court. | 

Cob, God bleſs his Highneſs, and confound his Ene- 
mies, I hope his Majeſty is wel! ? | 

But, In good Health, my Lord. 

Cob. God long continue it > methinks yow look as 
tho you. were not well, what ails ye, Sir; | 
But. Faith I have had a fooliſh odd miſchance, that 
angers me: coming over Shooter's-Hill, there came one 
to me like a Sailor, and askt me Mony; and whilſt L 
ſtaid my Horſe to draw my Purſe, he takes the adyan- 
tage of a little Bank, and leaps behind me, whips my 
Purſe away, and with a ſudden jerk, I know not how. 
threw.me at leaſt three Yards out of my Saddle, I never 
was ſo rob'd in all my Life. en 

Cob. I am very ſorry, Sir, for your miſehance: We 
will ſend our Warrant forth, to ſtay ſuch ſuſpicious Per- 
ſons as ſhall be found; then Mr. Butler we'll attend you. 
But. 1 humbly thank your Lordſhip, I will attend you. 


\ 


Ener the Sumner. 


Sum. I have the Law to warrant what I do, and thoy 
the Lord Cobham be a Nobleman, that diſpenſes not 
with Law, I dare ſerve a Proceſs were he five:Noble-* * 

TI EN: 5 
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wen; tho we — make — a oe? ſlip in a 
corner with a pretty Wench, a Sumner muſt not go al 
ways by ſeeing: a Man may be content to hide his 
Eyes. where he may feel his Profit. Well, this is Lord 
Cobbam's Houſe, * it cannot ſpeak with him, 1'll clap 
my Citation upon's Door, ſo my Lord of Rocheſter bad 
me; but methinks here comes one of his Men. 

Har, Welcome Good-fellow, welcome, who would'ſt 
thou ſpeak with ? 

Sum. With my Lord Cobham IL would ſpeak, if thou 
he one of his Men. 

Har. Yes, I am one of his Men, but chou eauſt not 
fpeak with my Lord. | 
- Sum, May I ſend. to lun thew? . 

Har. 1'll "rell thee chat, when I know thy Errand, 
1 I will nor tell my Errand to thee. 
r. Then Keep it to thy ſelf, and walk like a Knays 
_ as thou cam'ſt. 
Sum. I tell thee, my Lord keeps no Knaves, Sirrah. 
Har. Then thou ſerveſt him _ I believe. What 
ers is thy Maſter? 
Sum. My Lord af Rocheſter. 
. Har, In good time: and what wouldſt thou have with 
my Lord Cobham ? 
Sum. I come by vertue of a Proceſs, to cite him to- 
appear before my Lord in the. Court at Rochefler. 
Har. en ell, God grant me Patience, I could eat 
this My Lord is not at home, therefore it 
were go — you carried your Proceſs back. 
Sum. Why if he will not be ſpoken withal, then will 
L leave. it here, and ſee that he take knowledge: of it. 
Har. 'Zounds, you slave, do you ſet up yous Bills 
here ? go to, take it down again. Doſt-thou know 
what thou. doſt? Doſt thou know on whom thou 
ſerveſt a Proceſs ? 
Sum, Yes, marry do I, on Sir John Oldcafile, Lord 


Cobham. 
thou, knoweſt him yet: and Sirrab, 


„Har. I am 
2 not know that the Lord Cobham is a brave Lord, 
e and Beer in his Houſe, 2 | 
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Day feeds a hundred poor People at's Gate, and * 
a hundred tall Fellows ? 

Sum. What's that to my Proceſs : 

2 Marry this, Sir, is this Proceſs Parchment? 

Sum. Yes marry is it. 

Bar And chis Seal Wax? 

Sun. It is ſo. | 
Har. I this be Parchment, and this Wax, eat you 
this Parchment and this Wax, or I will make Parchment 
of your Skin, and beat your Brains into Wax. Sirrah, 

e diſpatch, devour, Sirrab, devour. 

sum. I am my Lord of Rocheſter s Sumner, I came 
to do my Office, and thou ſhaſt anſwer it. 

Har. Sirrah, no railing; but betake your ſelf to your 
Teeth, thou ſhalt eat no worſe than thou bring'ſt with 
thee : thou bring'ſt it for my Lord, and wilt thou bring 
my Lord worſe than thou wilt eat thy ſelf 2: 

aum. Sir, 1 brought it not my Lord to eat. 

Har. O, do you Sir me now ; all's one for that, I 
make you eat it, for bringing its | 

Sum. I cannot eat it. 

Har. Can you not ? *sblood I'll beat you till onda 
a Stomach, [Bears him. 

Sum. O. hold, hold, good Mr. Servingman, I will 
eat id 

Ear, Be- champing, be chawing, Sir, or I'll. cham 
you, you Rogue, the pureſt of the Honey. | 

Sum. Tough Wax is the- 1 1 Honey. 

Har. O Lord, Sir, oh, 
reed, feed, tis wholeſom, Rogue, wholeſom. | 
Cannot you, like an honeſt Sumner, walk with the 
_ your Brother, to fetch in your Bailiff 's Rents ; 

deg Fon muſt come to a Nobleman's Houſe with Pro- 
ceſs? If thy Seal was as broad as the Lead that eo- 
vers Rocheſter Church, thou ſhould'ſt eat it. 

Sum, G 1 am almoſt choak'd, I am almoſt choak d. 

Har. Who's within there? will you ſhame my Lord? 
is there no Beer in the Houſe 2 Butler, I ſay. 


Enter 
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Bur. Here, here... 11 | 
N Give him Beer. He Drinks. 
E Sheepskins, bare d 
let me go no farther, wy a eat my 
_ Yea "og I mean you ſhall or re 
your own word, or I'll make you eat all the Words in 
the Proceſs. 'Why you Drab- er, cannot the Se. 
crets of all the Wenches in a Shire ſerve your turn, but 
vou muſt come hither with a mn wich the * 
I'll cite you. 
A Cup o Sack for the Sumner. | 
Bat. Here, Sir, here. | 
Har. Here, Slave, I drink to thee. 
Sum. I thank you, Sir. 
Har. Now if thou find'ſt thy Stomach well, becauſe 
er ps Meat in's Houſe, if thou 
wilt go in thou W 
faſt. 
Sum. No, I am very well, good Maſter Servingman. 
I thank you, very well, Sir. 


Har, I am glad on't, chen be babies towards Ro- 
cheſter to keep your Stomach warm, And gumner, if 


1 do know you diſturb a good Wench within this Dio- 

ceſs, if. Ido not make thee eat her Petticoat, if there 

were four Yards of Kent; Cloth in't, I am a Villain. 

Sum. God be w'ye, ne A (Exit. 
Bar. Farewel, Summer. $$ 


; 'y 
Enter e 


Con. Save you, Maſter Harpool. 
Har. Welcome Conſtable, welcome Conſtable, what 


News with thee ?: 

Con. An't pleaſe you, Maſter Harpool, I am to make 
Hue and Cry for a Fellow with one Eye, that has 
rob'd two Clothiers, and am to crave your hindrance to 
fearch all ſuſpected Places; and they ſay there was a 
Woman in the Company. Har. 


K 


ſought there? 
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Har. re at che en Haſt thou 


Con. I durſt not ſearch in a my Lord Cobham's Li- 
berty, except I had ſome of his Servants for my Ware 
rant. 

Har. An honeſt Conſtable, call forth him that keeps 
the Ale-houſe there. 

Con. Ho, who's within there? 
Ale-man. Who calls there? Oh, is't you, Mr, Con- 
ſtable, and Mr. Harpool? you're welcome with all | 
Heart, what make you here fo early this Morning ? 

Har, Sirrah, what Strangers do you lodge d there is - 
Robbery done this Morning, and we are to ſearch for 
all ſuſpected Perfons. 

Ale-man. Gods-bores, am forry for't. Pfaith, Sir, 
I lodge” no body, but a good honeſt Prieſt, calPd Sir 
John a Wrotham, and a handſom Woman that is his 
Neice, that he ſays he has ſome Suit in Law for, and 
as they go up and down to London, ſometimes they lie 
at my Houſe. 

Har. What, is ſhe here in thy Houſe now? 

Ale man. She is, Sir: 1 promiſe you, Sir, he is 2 
quiet Man, and becauſe he will not trouble too 5 
Rooms, be makes the Woman lie every Night at his 
Bed's feet. 

Har. Bring her forth, Conſtable, bring her bend. 
let's ſee her, let's ſee ber. N 

Aleman. Dorothy, you muſt come down to Maſter 
Conſtable, © 

Doll. A. non forſooth. [She inter. 

Har. Welcome, ſweet Laſs, welcome. | 

a I thank you good Sir, and Maſter Conſtable 


— 


Har. A plump Girl by the Maſs, a plump Girl; ha, 
Doll, ha. Wilt thou forſake the Prieſt, and go with 
me, Doll 7 

Con, Ah! well ſaid, Maſter Harpool, you are a me 
old Man i'faith ; you | will never be old now by 2 
Mack, a pretty Wench indeed. 


Har. 
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Har. Ye old mad. merry Caaltble, art thou advm d 
of that ? Ha, well ſaid fill ſome Ale here. 
Dall. aſide; Oh! if I wiſt this old Prieſt would not 
ſtick to me, by Jove 1 would jingle this old n. 
man. 

Her. Oh! you old mad Colt, i'faith. 1'll ferk you: 

fl all 3 —— Houſe there. 

Con. Oh! w Maſter Harpool, ow ape u Heart 

of Oak when all's done. : 

1 Ha Doll, thou haſt a ſweet pair of Lips by the 

. Maſs 

- Doll. Truly youare a ſweet old Man, as ever 1 ſaw; 

i by my Troh, you have a Face able 10 make any Wo- 
man in Love with you. 

Har. Fill, ſweet Doll, I'll drink to thee. 

Doll. I pledge you Sir, and thank you therefore, and 

Lpray you let it come. 

Har. {Embracing ber.] Doll, canſt. thou love me 2 
mad merry Laſs, would to God 1 e ſeen. 
thee. | 
Doll, 1 warrant you, you will nov out of my 
Thoughts this Twelvemonth, truly you are as full of 
Favour, as any 8 be. Ah theſe ſweet Gray. 
Locks, by my Troth th — moſt lovely. 

3 mp Cuds bores, er Harpool, 110 have one Buſs. 


w_ No licking for yo you, Conſtable, hand off, band 
| "Con. Berlady I love Kiſſing as well as you. 4 

Doll. Oh, you are an odd Boy, you have a wanton 
Eye of your own:.'ah you | ſweet ſugar-lipt Wanton, 
you will win as many Womens Hearts as come in your 


Company. 


Euter 1 


Pries. Dol, come. hither. - 
Har, Prieft, ſhe ſhalf not. 
Doll. I come anon, ſweet Love. 
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Priefi, Hand off, old Fornicator. 

Har. Vicar, I'll fit here in ſpight of thee, is this 
tuft for a Prieft to up and down with him? 

Priel. Sirrah, doſt thou not know that a good Fel- 
low Parſon may haye a Chappel of Eaſe, Where his 
Pariſh Church is far off: ul wen 0 

Har. You Whorſon ſton'd Vicar. 1348 

Prieff, You old Ruffian, you Lion of Corel. 

Har. Zounds, Vicar, I'll geld you. I Flies upon him. 

Con. Keep the King's Peace. 

Doll. Murder, — Lt murder 4 2 

Aleman. Hold, as you are Men, hold; for God's 
fake be quiet? put up your Weapons, you draw not in 
my Houſe, 

Har. You Whorſon Bawdy Prieſt. 

Prieſt. You old Mutton-monger. 

Cen. Hold, Sir John, hold. | 

Doll. 1 pray thee, ſweet Heart, be quiet, I was but 
ſting to drink a Pot of Ale with him, even as kind a 
Man as ever I met with, 

Har. Thou art a Thief, I warrant thee, * 

Priel. Then I am but as thou haſt been in —. Days, 
let's not be aſham'd of our Trade, the King been 
a Thief himſelf, 

Doll. Come, be quiet, haſt thou ſped? 

Prieſf. 1 have, Wench, here be Crowns i'faith, 

Doll. Come, let's be all Friends then. 

Con. Well ſaid, Miſtreſs Dorothy. 
uh Thou art the maddeſt Prieſt that ever I met 
wit, 2 I 

Priefl, Give me thy Hand, thou art as good a Fellow 
Lam a Singer, a Drinker, a Bencher, a Wencher I 
can fay a Maſs, and kiſs a Laſs: Faith I have a Par- 
fonage, and becauſe I would not be at too much Char- 
ges, this Wench ſerveth me for a Sexton. | | 

Har. Well ſaid, mad Prieſt, we'll in and be Friends. 

[Exennt. 


Euter 


* 
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Enter Sir Roger Acton, Maſter Bourn, Maſter Beverley, 
„an Wilkam Murtey the Brewer of Dunſtable, 
Ad Now Maſter Murry,” I am well afſurs” 
You know our Errand, and do like the Cauſe, 
Being a Man affected as we are. IP 
Mur. Marry God dild ye dainty my dear: No Maſ. 
ter, good Sir | Roger Acton, Maſter Baurn, and Maſter 
Beverley, Gentlemen and Juſtices of the Peace, no 
. © Maſter, I, but plain William Murley the Brewer of 
_ Dunſtable, your honelt Neighbour and your Friend, if 
yebe Men of my Profeſſion. - 
Bev. Profeſſed Friends to Wickliff; Foes to Rome. 
.  Mur. Hold by me; Lad, lean upon that Staff, good 
- Maſter Beverley, all of a Houſe, ſay your Mind, ſay 
your Mind. | | | 
Act. You know our Faction now is grown ſo great 
Throughout the Realm, that it begins to ſmoak 
Into the Clergies Eyes, and the King's Ears; 
High time it is that we were drawn to head, 
Our General and Officers appointed. TY 
And Wars ye wot, will ask great ſtore of Coin, 
Able to ſtrength our Action with your. Purſe, 
You are Elected for a Colonel | 
Over # Regiment of fifreen Bands. | 
Mur. Fue, Paltry, paltry, in and out, to and fro, 
be it more or leſs upon occaſion, Lord have Mercy 
upon us; what a World is this! Sir Roger Acton, I am 
but a Dunfable Man, a plain Brewer, ye know: Will 
lufty Cavaliering Captains (Gentlemen) come at m 
Calling, go at my bidding ? a, my Dear, they' 
do a Dog of War, a Horſe of Cheeſe, a Prick and 2 
Pudding; no, no, ye muſt appoint ſome Lord or 
Knight at leaſt, to that place. 
"*"Bowr. Why, Maſter Murley, 0 ſhall be a Knight: 
Were you not in Election to be Sheriff ? 


— — 


i Have ye not paſs'd all Offices but that ? 
| Have ye not Wealth to make your Wife a Lady ? 


Beſtows 


T warrant you, my Lord, our General 


"yy Wy v- 
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| zeſtows that Honour on you, at firſt ſight. | ; | 


. "Mur, Marry God dild ye dainty my Dean: 
Bur tell me; who ſhall be ohr d ects” eee. 
Where's the Lord Gobtham, Sir John Oln. 
That noble Aﬀtns-giver, Houfe-keeper,” Viftubu , 
Religious Gentleman? Come to me there,” Boys, © 


Come to me there. 


4. Why, who but he ſhall be our General? © 
a had ſhall he Knight me, and make me Co- 
„ + Rt | #4Ir4qgoy dio] uhton $43 05, 
44. My word for that, Sit t//illiam Murley Knight. 
Mur. Fellow, Sir Roger Acton Knight, all Fellows 1 
mean in Artus, how ſtrong are we? how many Part- 
ners? Our Enemies beſide the King are migbty, be it 
more or leſs upon occaſion, reckon our Fo e. 
Act. There are of us, our Friends, and Followers, 
Three thouſand and three hundred, at the leaft : 8 
Of Northern Lads four thouſand, beſide Horſe: 
From Kent there comes' with Sir John Oldcaſtle 
Seven thouſand; then from London iſſue out, 
Of. Maſters, Servants, Strangers, Prentices, _ 
Forty odd thouſand into Ficke/ Pield, 
Where we appoint our ſpecial Rendevouz. 
"Mur; Fae, paltry, paltry, in and out, to and fro, 
Lord have Mercy upon us, what a World is this? 
Where's that Ficket Field, Sir Roger? ' F 
Act. Behind St. Giles's in the Field, near Holbourn. 
Mur. Newgate, up Holbouru, St. Giles's in the Field, 
- 1 Tyburn, an old fay. For the Day, for the 
ye E4 e 
Act. On Friday next, the Fourteenth day of Ja 
diary e 690 0107 ee Fant 10G daa 
' Mur, Tilly yally, truſt me never if I have any lik- 
ing of that Day, Fue, paltry, paltry, Friday, quoth a, 
diſmal day, Childermas-day this Year was Friday. 
Bev. Nay Maſter Murley, if you obſerve fuch days, 
We make ſome queſtion of your Conftancy. ©. ' 
All Days are alike to Men refoly'd in Right. 
Mur, Say Amen, and fay no more, but ſay and 
bold er Beverley: Friday next, and Fiete 9 


* 
* 


and William Mnrley 


_Ficket Field, on Friday next. 


| handſomely, 


* 
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and his m en ſhall be all 
one: I have half a ſcore Jades — my Beer Cart, 


- and every Jade bear a Knave, and every Knave 


ſhall wear à Jack, and every Jack ſhall bave 2 Scull, 
and every Scull ſhall ſhew. a Spear, and every Spear ſhall 
kill -a 705 at Ficket Field, at Ficket Field: John and 
Tom, Diel and Hodge, Ralph and Robin, William and 
George, and all my Rates: Gall fads 3s Men, at 


Bourn. What Sum of Money mean you to disburſe W 


Mur. It may be modeſtly, decent! Land ſoberf 
may bring five hundred Pound, I" 
. 255 hundred, Man : 1 Ave We not e- 


Moxie DEED will not pay our Men 


| De together either come LY 5 


Like a brave Ke and Martial Colonel, 
In glimering Gold, and gallant Furniture, 


Bringing in Cain. a Cart-load at leaſt, 


And all your Followers mounted on good Horſe, 
Or never come digraceful to us all. | 
Bev. Perchance you may be choſen Treaſurer, 
Ten thouſand Pount's the Lal that you can bring. 

Mar. Paltry, paltry, in and 1 and fro: upon 
occaſion 1 have ten thouſand Pound to ſpend, ten 
too. And rather than the Biſhop ſhall have his will of 
me for my Conſcience, it ſhall all go. Flame and Flax, 
Flax and Flame, It was got with Water and Malt, and 
it ſhall fly with Fire and Gunpowder. Sir Roger, a Cart- 
load of Money till the Axletree crack; my ſelf and my 
Men in Ficket Field on Friday next; remember my 
2 hood and my Place : there's my Hand, Tk be 

Exit. 
. See what Ambition 2 ſuade Men to, 


fn hope of Honour he will ſpend himſelf, 


 Rowrn. I never 7 made a Brewer half ſo rich. 

Bev. Was never Ban yet but one, 
Wich uſing too much Male, too elle Water. 
Ad. That's no fault in Brewers n, 


* away about our Buſineſs. Lesen. 


Enter 
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et2od Hut d das 182 43 bib I dar 


K Dis Suffolk, Wo ler, 
ma OL 2 15 The * ws CY 


| 
, 
| Tis not enough, Loi Cobhans, to » ak, R 
| W The nord our groſs Opinion: 7 
| The Biſhops find emf elves Ai injured, 
| And cho fel ſome goo Service you have dove, 
We for our part . to pard on you, 1. N 
Yet they will ne not 15 A be ſatisfy d. $29 un 
Cob. My gracious Lord, unto your Melt el 
| Next anto 27. God, 1 owe my Life Won vol 
And what is mine, either by Nature s gift, 
Or Fortune's bounty, All is at your Service. 
But for Obedience to the Pope of Rome, 
] owe him none; nor ſhall b leave ee Prieſts 
That are in E crit 9 — my belief. | 
If out of Holy ans hy can oe 
That I am 8 . r, 1 Will vield, 
And gladly take Waden at theit r 8 
But otherwiſe, 1 do beſeech your race, 
hy agg aq may not be incroach'd upon. 
, We would be loth to preſs our gabſeg yi; 
Mach eſs their Souls, the dear redeemed part 


Of him that is Al pore us * 0 
Yet let me counſel you that command; 

Do not preſume to Nen i ions, | 

Nor ſu e ſeat COND? nn ey or 


Withit! your "Muſe, Pot to the attermoſt oo 
 Diſperſe the Flocks uf this new yathering Seck. 
Cob. My Lies {if any 'breathe that dares come forth, 
And. ſay, j my ft in an J "Fiheſs Points 2 
Deſer ves th” attaitider of ignoble Tho "> BRA | 
Here ſtand I, craving no remorſe t lll. 
But even the urmoft igour ma be ſhown. " as 


cc 


Cob, A Deed-bf Clemency, madd tide (yd ona W 
Your Highneſs' Patdon for L650 powir Life, * 


* 


— — 
E 2 a er RE HO IT _ * — 
1 
* 8 * * 


= 


— 


And cleanſe his 


ak en 2 7 2415 


And 
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Wn I did 4 id voce my Noble Lord, 
2 Ba Je ch beg ße SY IM 


cn. Not yet, my hes Te 
il was done on ul" © 

Rh, "Malice, but b by chanc chance. H 
06. Upon mige Honour ?, 0 1201 


King. Thers his Pardon, bid hic 2 — 1 
aul to God for his e 181 
e ee 
4 1 2 no 0 WT 
4 4 3 14 12˙. * 47 [5 4p»! + 


Euer Bibop of Ro 
Roch, ge dread os, 


1 


What we remit;is pol the 
| How noly, Lord Bil 


Becr re 
- . King. How ne Adern 7 ob 1 | 
Roch. EvenBy th his 5 0 


This „ this Traitor to your. c Majeſty. 
Cob. Prelate, thou lyeft, even in 5 2 Maw, 
or whoſoever twits me wo the Name, 
Of either Rel; * ai 

King. F 115 512 | 
From whence 11 705 


Roch. Thus, mighty 225 x I 


pn ty hy, 2 A 5 1 Uni, 


ay of his r met the Man, 
Who knowing him to be a Paratar, —_ 
Aſſaults him fell, and 17 in contempt HERE 


Of us, A es a 
E „ * 
Whereby this Matter neither was brought ws 


| Norwe tſcorn'd for ſoùr ce, Ae 


Fi 


U 


Than any way that he offends the Law. 


r John aue 21 5 


King. When was this done? 


1 Jo MAY 6 43 

Roch.” At ſix 4 Cock e 195 3 on, 0 
Xing: Aud when came you to Cu. dF art 
Cob; Laſt Night, my Liege... Me 344 ol 


King. By this it ſeems he is not 28 of i 40. f = W 
And you have done him wrong t' accule him ſb. 


Roch. But it was done, my Lord, by his appoint- 
blag2 1 AA 
Or elſe fe bis an durſt not have been ſo bold. 2 916148 
King. Or elſe you dutſt be bold to incerups fe 
And fill qur Ears a frivolous Complaines,!. 2 Au 
Is this the Duty you do beat td uh Far? mn 
Was t not fufflcient we did pals our, word, TS. 
To ſend for him, but you miſdoubti 
Or which'is worſe, intending to 4 "i 
Our Regal Power, mult likewiſe ſummon bis, 
This ſayours of Ambition, not of Zea, 


1 5 > 


And rather proves you malice his Eſtate, | of 


Go to, we like it not.;, and he Io, ee Wt 
Had his deſert for 'being inſolent, 15 


- Enter Lord LAY 


That was nN much amiſs . uon mo 
So Cobham, when you p leaſe, you may * 8b S0 
Cob. 1 hunibly bid r wy Liege. /CExifa. 
King. Farewel; what's: the News by e * 
Hun, Sir Roger Afton, and a Crew, my. 1 | 
Of bold ſeditious Rebels, are in Arms, 
Intending Reformation of Religion : lu 1 d: 
And with their Army they intend to pitch 
In Ficker Field, unleſs they be repuls'd. 1 
King. So near our Preſence + Dare they be lo bald 
And will proud War, and enger thirſt of Hood. 
Whom we had thought to ontertain far a, nd 1 4 ba- 
Preſs forth upon us in our Native Bounds? ? 
Muſt we be forc'd to banſel our ſharp Blades 
la England * which we n for manu: 


Us 
* 
Well, 
o —_ - 
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Well, a God's Name be it. What's Fo Number, * 
Or who's the chief Commander of this Row? : 
Hun. Their Number is not known as yet, * Lord, 
But tis reported, Sir John Olde aftle | 
Is the chief Man, on Whom they do Spent, 
King. How? the Lord Cobham 
an. Les, gracious Lord. 
Roch. I have told your Majeſty as much 
Before he went, but that I ſaw your Grace ./, .. 
Was too much blinded'by his Hattery Wi 
Sf Send Poſt, m a to fetch bim back 2 
But. Traitor unto his Country, how be ſmoothd 
And ſeem'd as — as Trek it ſelf ? | 
King, I cannot think it yet he would be falſe : 
But if he be, no matter, ſet him go, 
We'll meet both him and them unte their woe. 
* This falls out well, and at the laſt 1 hope 


To ſee this Heretick die in a Rope. | [Expat | 


Enter Earl uf Cambridge, Lord . ha and 
Chartres 7 7 rench Factor. 


Scroop. Once more my Lord of Cambridg, make 
Rehearſal 
How you do ftand Intituled to the Coy 
The deeper ſhall we print it in our Minds, 
And every Man the better be reſoly'd, 
When' he perceives his el to be juſt. 38 
cam. Then thus, Lor Scroop, Sir Thomas Gray, 
And you, Monſieur de Chartres, Agent for the French, 
This Lionel, Duke of Clarence, (as I faid) 
Third Son of Edward (England's 17 Li Third, 
Had Iſſue, Philip his fol Da eg Heir; 
Which Philip afterward was given Marriage 
To Edmund Mortimer the Earl of Atarch, 
And by him bad a Son call'd Royer Mortimer; 
Which Roger likewiſe had of his Deſcent, | 
Edmund, Roger, Ann and Flianr,' = 5 
Two Daughters, and two Sons, but of bose, * 


* without wr : Any, that did ſuryive, 


; „ 
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And now was left her Facher's only Heir, Nes wen ba 
My fortune was to marry, being too > 
By m Grandfather of King Edward's Line 


So of his Sir- name, I'amcall'd you know, 
Richard Plantagenet 5 my Father was, | 
Edward the Duke of York,:and Son and Heir, . 
To Edmund Langley, Edward the Third's firſt Son. 
 Scroop. A that it ſeems your Claim comes by yout 
Wie, | | 1 1 Ru 
As lawful Heir to Roger Mortimer, OO 
The Son of Edmund, which did marry Philo, 
Daughter and Heir to Liozel Duke of Clarence. 
Cam. True, for this Harry, and his Father both, 
Harry the firſt, as plainly doth appear, | 
Are falſe Intruders, and uſurp the Crown: 
For when Young Richard was at Pomfret ſlain, 
| In him the Title of Prince Edward dy'd; | oH 
s That was the Eldeſt of King Edward's Sons: 0 
William of Hatfield, and their ſecond Brother, } 
Death in his Nonage had before bereft: 
So that my Wife deriv'd from Lionel, 0 
Third Son unto King Edward, ought proceed 
e And take Poſſeſſion of the Diadem 1 
g Before this Harry, or his Father King, 
Who fetch'd their Title but from Lancaſter, | 
Fourth of that Royal Line. And being thus, '' — | 
What Reaſon is't, but ſhe ſhould have her Right? 
S:roop, 1 am reſolv'd, our Enterprize is juſt. 
Gray.” Harry ſhall die, or elſe reſign his Crown. 
Char. Perform but that, and Charles the King of 
France WR 
Shall aid you Lords, not only with his Men, 
But ſend you Mony to. maintain your Wars : 
Five hundred thouſand Crowns he bad me proffer, 
If you can ſtop but Harry's Voyage for France. 
Scroop. We never had a fitter time than now, + 
The Realm in ſuch diviſion as it is. x 
Cam. Beſides you muſt perſuade you, there is due 
Vengeance for Richard's Murder, which altko 


It be deferr'd, yet will it fall at laſt, 
V or. IX, K Ang 
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And now as likely as another time: 
Sin hath had many Tears to ripen in, ty onurolt 
And now the Harveſt cannot be far off. 
Wherein the Weeds of Uſurpation, tue 2 | 
Are to be crop'd, and caſt into the Fire, - | 
8 Fry more, Earl Cambridge, here 1 plight my 
To ſet up thee and thy renowned Wife. ä 
Gray, Gray will perform the ſame, as he is Knight 
Char. And to aſſiſt ye, as I ſaid before, 
* doth gage the Honour of his King. 
Scroop. We lack but now Lord Cobham's Fellowſhip, 
And then our Plot were abſolute indeed... 
Cam. Doubt not of him, my Lord; his Life's purſu'd 
By the incenſed Clergy, and of late 
Brought, in diſpleaſure with the King, aſſures 
He may be quickly won to our Faction, 
Who hath- the Articles were 1 7 at ny" | 
Of our whole 1 ds | 
_ That have I, my Lord. | 
Wie ſhould not rn be far off from his Houſe, 
Our i ſerious Conference hath beguil'd the way : 
See where his Caſtle ſtands, give me the writing. 
When we are come unto the Speech of him, 
' Becauſe we will not ſtand to make recount 
Of that which hath been ſaid, here he ſhall read 
2 and what we craye of him. 


Enter Lord cobham. 


3 A teady way; here comes the Man himſelf 
Booted and ſpur'd, it ſeems he hath been riding. 
Cam. Well met, Lord Cobham. | 
Cob. My Lord of Cambridge? 
Your Honour is moſt welcome into Kent, 
And all the reſt of this fair Compan 2 
I am new come from London, gentle Lords: 
But will ye not take Cowling for your Hoſt, 
And ſee what Entertainmen it affords ? 
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Cam, We were intended to have been your Gueſts 
But now this lucky Meeting ſhall ſuffice . 


To end our Buſineſs, and defer that kindneſs. 


Cob, Buſineſs, my Lord ? what Buſineſs ſhould 
Let you to be merry ? we have no Delicates; 
Yet this I'll promiſe you, a piece of Veniſon, 

A Cup of Wine, and fo forth, Hunters fare; 
And if you pleaſe, we'll ſtrike the Stag our ſelyes 
Shall fill our Diſhes with his well-fed fleſh. 


© Scroop. That is indeed the thing we all deſire. 


Cob, My Lords, and you ſhall haye your choice with 
me. | 
Cam. Nay, but the Stag which we deſire to ſtrike, 
Lives not in Cowling : If you will conſent, 
And go with us, we'll bring you to a Foreſt, 
Where runs a luſty Herd; among the which 
There is a Stag — to the reſt; 
A ſtately Beaſt, that when his Fellows run 
He leads the Race, and beats the ſullen Earth, 
As tho he ſcorn'd it with his trampling Hoofs, 
Aloft he bears his Head, and with his Breaſt 
Like 4 huge Bulwark counter- checks the Wind: 
And when he ſtandeth till, he ftretcheth forth 
His proud ambitious Neck, as if he meant 
To wound the Firmament with forked Horns. 
Cob, 'Tis pity ſuch a goodly Beaſt ſhould die. 
Cam. Not ſo, Sir John, for he is Tyrannous, 
And gores the other Deer, and will not kee 
Within the Limits are appointed him. + 
Of late he's broke into a Several, 
Which dath belong to me, and there he ſpoils 
Both Corn and Paſture : two of his wild Race 
Alike for ſtealth, and covetous incroaching, 
Already are remov'd; if he were dead, 
I ſhould not only be ſecure from hurt, 
But with his Body make a Royal Feaſt. 
Seroop. How ſay you then, will you firſt hunt with 


Cob, Faith, Lords, I like the Paſtime, where's the 
Place! 
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Cam. Peruſe this Writing, it will ſhew you all, 


And what occaſion we have for the ſpore. [He reads, 


Cob. Call ye this Hunting, my Lords? Is this the 


You Ein wü chaſe, Harry our dread King ? 
So we may make a Banquet for the Devil; 
And in the ſtead of wholeſom Meat, prepare 
A Diſh of Poiſon to confound our ſelves. 
co Lord Cobham ? See you not our 


And how imperiouſly he holds the Crown? 
Scroop. Beſides, you know your ſelf is in diſgrace, 


Held as a Recreant, and purſu'd to Death. 

This will defend you from your Enemies, 

And 'ſtabliſh your Religion thro” the/Land, 
© Cob, Notorious Treaſon ! yet I will conceal [ Aſide. 


My fecret Thoughts to ſound the depth of it. 
My Lord of cambridge, I do ſee your Claim, r 
And what good may redound unto the Land, 


By proſecuting of this Enterprize. 254. of 
'r and Furniture 


But where are Men? where's Pow 


To order ſuch an Action ? we are weak, 


Har rY, you know!'s a mighty Potentate. 


Cam, Tut, we are ſtrong. enough; you are beloy'd, 
And many will be glad'to follow you, 

We are the like, and ſome will follow us 
Nay, chere is hope from France: Here's an Ambat: 


That promiſeth both Men and Mony too. 
The Commons likewiſe, as we hear, pretend 
A ſudden Tumult, we will join with — 

Cob. Some likelihood, I muſt confeſs, to ſpeed: 
But how ſhall I believe this in plain truth? 
You are, my Lords, fuch Men as live in Court, 
And have been highly favour'd of the King, 
Eſpecially Lord Scroop, whom oftentimes - 

He' maketh [choice of for his Bedfellow. fr 
And you, Lord oy, are of his Privy-Council: 
Is not this train laid to intrap my Lite ? 


—_— 


18 
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cam. Then periſh may my Soul: what, think you 
0 $ 4 * Or 4-7 a 


Scroop, We'll ſwear to you. 
Gray. Or take the Sacrament. 
Cob. Nay you are Nablemen, and I imagine, 


As you are honourable by Birth, and Blood, 


So you will be in Heart, in Thought, in Word. 
I crave no other Teſtimony but this? 
That you would all ſubſcribe; and ſet your Hands 
Unto this Writing which you gave to me. | 
cam. With all our Hearts: Who hath any Pen and 
Ink 7 ' © . 00 0 8 
Scroop. My Pocket ſhould have one; O, here it is. 
Cam. Give it me, Lotd Scroop. There is my Name. 
- Scroop. And there is my Name. "RON? 
Gray. And mine. | 
Cob, Sir, let me crave that you would likewiſe write 
your Name with theirs, for Confirmation of your 
Maſter's words, the King of France. | 
Char. That will I, noble Lord. 
Cob, So, now this Action is well knit together, 
And 1 am for you where's out Meeting, Lords > _ 
Cam. Here, if you pleaſe, the tenth of July next. 
Cob, In Kent? agreed. Now let us in to Supper, - 
I hope your Honours will not away to night. 
Cam. Yes preſently, for I bave far to ride, 
About ſolliciting of other Friends. 
Smp. And we would not be abſent from the 


Court, 

Leſt ther ſuſpicion in the King. 
Cob. Vet taſte a Cup of Wine before ye go. A 
Cam, Not now, my Lord, we thank you: ſo fare. - 

wel. | LExeunt all but Cobham: 
Cob. Farewel, my not : Lords, My noble Lords + 

My noble Villains, baſe Conſpirators; 

How can they look his Highneſs in the Face, | 

Whom they fo cloſely ſtudy to betray? Me 0 

But III not ſleep until 1 make it known, 1 

This Head ſhall not be burden'd with ſuch Thought, 


* 


Nor in this Heart will I conceal a Deed 
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Of ſuch Impiety againſt my Ki 
Madam, KAY OP? * 


Enter Lady Cobham, Lord Powis, Lady Powis, and 
*; Harpool. : 


L. Cob. You're welcome home, my Lord : 
Why ſeem you ſo unquiet in your Looks ? 
What hath befall'n you that diſturbs your Mind ? 
he Pow, Bad News I am afraid touching my Huſ. 
Cob. Fang: oc not ſo; there is your Husband's Par- 
dan; ; 
Long may you live, each joy unto the other.. 
Ti. Pow, So great a Kindneſs, as I know not how to 

reply, my Senſe is quite confounded. 

cob. Let that alone; and Madam, ſtay me not, 
For I muſt back unto the Court again, 

With all the ſpeed I can : Harpool, my Horſe. 
| in Cob. So ſoon, my Lord ? what will you ride all 
Night ? 4 4:30-i] | | 

2 Sh. All Night or Day, it muſt be ſo ſweet Wife; 
Urge me not Why, or what my Buſineſs is, 
But get you in: Lord Powis bear with me. 
And, Madam, think your welcome ne'er the worſe, 
My Houſe is at your Uſe. Harpool, away. | 
Har. Shall I attend your Lordſhip to the: Court ? 
b. Tea Sir, your Gelding mount you : preſently. 
LExit, 
L. cob. I prithee, Farpool, look unto thy Lord, 
1 do not like this ſudden poſting. whe 
p. Same earneſt Buſineſs is a- foot belike; 
Whate'er it be, God be his good Guide. 
Z. Pow» 1 hath ſo highly us b eſted. 
T. Cob. Come, Madam, and my Lord, we'll hope 
| the beſt, . 30 
Jou ſhall not into Wales till he return. 
© Pow. Tho great occaſion be we ſhould depart, 
Let, Madam, will we ſtay to be reſolved 
Of this unlook d · for doubtful Accident. * 
20 ner 


nd 
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Enter Murley and his Men, prepar'd in ſome filthy 


Order for War. 


Mur. Come my Hearts of Flint, modeſtly, decently, 
ſoberly, and handſomly, no Man afore | his Leader: 
Follow your Maſter, your Captain, your Knight that 
ſhall be, for the honour of Meal-men, Millers, and 
Malt- men, Dun is the Mouſe : Dick and Tom for the 
credit of Dunſtable, ding down the Enemy to Morrow, 
Ye ſhall not come into the Field like Beggars. Where 
be Leonard and Lawrence my two . Loaders > Lord 
have mercy upon us, what a World is this ? I would 
ive a couple of Shillings for a dozen of goed Feathers 
* ye, and forty Pence for as many Scarſs to ſet yon 
out withal. Froſt and Snow, a Man has no Heart to 
fight till he be bravpe. i 542 

Dick. Maſter, we are no Babes, our Town Foot-balls 
can bear witneſs ; this little *pparel we have ſhall off, 
and we'll fight naked before we run away. ange 
Tom. Nay, l'm of Lawrence mind for that, for he 


means to leave his Life behind him, be and Leonard, 


your! two Loaders, ate making their Wills becauſe they 
ve Wives, now we Batchelors bid our Friends ſcram. 


die for our Goods if we die: But, Maſter, pray let me 


Mur. Meal and Salt, Wheat and Malt, Fire and Tow, 
Froſt and dnow, why Tom thou ſhalt. Let me ſee; here 
are you, William. and George: are with my Cart, and 
Robin and Hodge holding my own two Horſes ; pro- 
per Men, handſom Men, tall Men, true Men, 

Dick. But Maſter, Maſter, methinks you are mad 


to hazard your own Perſon, and a Cart-Load of Mony 


too. = 
Tom, Yea, and Maſter, there's a worſe matter in't; 
if it be as 1 heard ſay, we go fight againſt all the 
learned Biſhops, that ſhould give us their Bleſſing, and 
if they curſe us, we ſhall ſpeed ne'er the better.. 
Dick, Nay, Birlady, ſome fay the King takes their 
bart; and Maſter, dare you fight againſt- the King? 


K 4 Murs. 
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Mur. Fie paltry, paltry, in and out, to and fro upon 
occaſion, if the "King bo ſo unwiſe. to come — 
we'll fight him too. ; 
Tom. What if ye ſhould kill the King ? 
Aar. Then we'll make anotber. 
Diek. Is that all? do ye not ſpeak Treaſon ? 
Mur. If we do, who dare trip us? We come to 
fight for our Conſcience, and for Honour; little know 
Jou what is in my Boſom, look here mad Knaves, a 
pair of gilt Spurs, | 
Tom. A pair of Golden Spurs? Why do you not 
ou them on your Heels? your Boſom's no place for 


purs. 
+» Murr. Be't more or leſs upon occaſion, Lord have 
Mercy upon us. Tom thou'rt a Fool, and thou ſpeakeſt 
Treaſon to Knight-hood : Dare any wear Gold or Silver 
Spurs, till he be a Knight? No, 1 ſhall be Knighted 
to morrow, and then they ſhall on: Sirs, was it ever 
read in the Church-book of Dunſtable, that ever Malt- 
man was made Knight, ? 
Tum. No, but you are more: You are Meal-man, 
Malt-man, Miller, Corn-maſfter, and all. 
©» Dick. Yea, and half a Brewer too, and the Devil and 
all for Wealth : You bring more Mony with you than 
Mur, The more's my Honour, 1 ſhall be a Knight 
to morrow. Let me ſpoſe my Men, Tow upon Cut, 
Dick upon Hob, Hodge upon Ball, Ralph upon Sorrel, 
and Robin upon the Fore-horfe. 


Enter Acton, Bourn, and Beverley. 


Tm. Stand, who comes there? 

Ack. All Friends, good Fellow. 

Mur. Friends and Fellows indeed, Sir Roger. 
Act. Why, thus you ſhew your ſelf a Gentleman 
To keep your Day, and come ſo well prepared. 
Your Cart ſtands yonder guarded by your Men, 
Who telt me it is loaden well with Coin. 
What Sum is there? ' ing 


2 
* 7 
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on 
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„Amr. Tei thouſkind oubd; Sir 
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Roger, and modeſtly; 
decently, ſoberly, eK Fee what I haye here 
againſt I be Knighted. 2 

Act. Gilt Spurs? Tis well. 

Mur. Where's our Army, Sir: * | 

Act. Diſperſt in ſundry Villages about; 
Some here with us in — ſome at "Finchley, 
Totnam, Enfield, Edmonton, N. ron, | | 
Hitigron; Hagſtone, Pancredge,” Kenſington,  - © 
Some nearer, Thames, Ratcliff, Blackwall and B 15 
But our chief Strength muſt be the Londoners; — 
Which, ere the Sun to morrow nine. 
in be naar fifty thouſand in the Freld: 

Mur. Marry, God dild ye, dainty my Dear, but upon 
occalion, Sir Roger Acton, doth not the King know of 
it, and gather his Power againſt . F 

Aud. Nog theo foruee at Eli ham. & d liam 

Aar. What do the Clergy? 105 be zac 

Act. Fear extremely, yet prepare no uc 53 If 

Mur. In and out, to and fro, bully my boykin, we 
ſhall carry the World afore us, i vom, dy my Worſhip; 
when I am Kni _ we'll take the e napping, 
if he ſtand on 

Act. This N ae w we few in High-gate will repoſe, Y 
With the firſt Cock we'll riſe and arm our ſelwves, 
To be in Ficket-fiel4 by break of . 3 
Aud there expect. our General. . 

Mur. Sir John Oldcaſile, what if he comes nov? - 

1 Bourn, Yet our a _— . 
ir Roger Aston may ſu Place. 
Au True, 1 but who ſhall make me 


Knight > 


Bev. He that Hath Pow't to be our Genera 
Act. Talk not of trifles, come let us away; 
Our Friends of Sandy long till it be Day: Lene 


une Pricf and Doll: 855 ; 


Doll. By my troth, chou art as ſealous oily a 1 
— me, Doll, thou art: my Lands, 
X 5 my 


A 
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my Goods, my Jewels, my Wealth, my Purſe, none 
ch, within l of Londan, but a plies thee as 
„as the Pariſh does the poor man's Box. | 
MP I am as true to 2 as the Stone is in the Wall, 
and thou know'ſt well enough, E was in as good doing, 
when I came to. thee, as. avy Wench need to be; — 
therefore thou haſt tried me, that thou haſt; and 1 will 
not be kept as I ha bin, that I will not. 
Prieſt. Fell, if this Blade hold, there's not 2 Pedlar 
walks with a Pack, but theu ſhalt as boldly, chufe of his 
Wares, as with thy ready Maney in a Merthant's Shop, 
we'll have as good Silver as the King coins any. 
Doll. What, is all the e you wok the laſt 
Day ſrom the Counties } ? 
8 gone Doll, Allow; come, mer- 
one; he comes a Horſe-back that muſt pay for all; 
2 have as good Meat as Vioney can get, and as good 
Gowns as can be bougbt ſor he e Jon, 
the Maltman comes on Monday 
Doll. Lou migbt have 2 me at Cobham, _ you 


had been bettet provided for. 


Priel. No, ſweet Doll, no, 1 like not than yon old 
Ruffian is not for the Prieſt, I do not like a —— Clerk 
ſhould come in the old Belfry, 

Doll. Thou art a mad Prieſt i'faith: - | 

Priefi. Come Dell, LI ſee thee ſafe at Loni Ale-bouſe 
here at Gray, and the next * that comes ſhall leave 
behind his Fleece. ; WY LExonde, 


Enter the King, Suffolk, wa Butler, 


— in great haſte, My Lord of Suffolk poſt away for 
And let o Forces of ſuch Horſe. and Foot, © (life 
As can be ather'd up by any means 
Make ſpeedy Rendezyous in Tutzle-fidlds.; |. : 

It muſt be A this Evening, my Lord, 

This N ight the Rebels mean to draw to Head 

Near Iſlington, which if your ſpeed prevent not, 

If onee they ſhould unite their ſeveral Forces, 
Their Power is almoſt thought inyincible, bays 
\\ | p Away, 


When Aclon doth expect unto his aid, N 

No leſs than fifty thouſand Landoner. 
Well, Til jo Weſtminſter in this Diſguiſe. * 4 

To hear what News is 1 in Faefe braut. 

lie I d Im 10! uni e W A 
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Away: my Lord, 1 will be with you ſoon. 

Suff 1 go, my 10 0 pot oe Pe. Vii all happy ſpeed. (Ex. 

King. Make haſte m lk, as you lo ve us. 
Butler, poſt you to bs Lugar ſpeed':- ' 1 
Command the Mayor and Sheriffs on wn e 
The City Gates be preſently ſhut ups. 
And guarded with a {tro 8 er. 
And 2 a. Man be ſuffered to paſs, 
Without à ſpecial Warrant fam our (elf. 
Command the Poſtern by the Tower be b. 
And Proplamation on the 18 5 * 1 
That not a Citizen ſtir from 

al bus. 7-24 7 | 


Except ſuch as the Mayor a oh 
d ſafety of TS Perſons: 


For their 'own Guard, ay 
Butler away, have care unto my Charge. 
But, 1 go, my Sovereign. 
King. Butler. dc 3157 dl on m IN 
But. My Lord. f l 
King. Go down by Greenzich,. and command a Baat; 
At the Fryars-Bridge attend my coming down. 
But. I will, my Lord. „nh Exit, 


King. Tis time, 1 think, to look unto Welke 


Priefl. Stand ttue Man,” gays a Thief, 1 
Xing. stand Thief ſays a N how if 5 WY 
Prieſt. Stand Thief, too. 

King. Then Thief or true Man 1 muſt, Gand\ 1 ſee. 
howſoever the World wags, the as : Thieving et 
will neyer down. What art dog „Aide ant 

Prieſt. A good Fellow. i! 95 sad 

*King. 80 ; am too, L ſee thou a ey know me. 4 5d 

Prieft..1f thou be a good Fellow, play t Fel · 
low's Part, deliver thy ile without — mY 
' King. I have no Money. 

Brieffs. 
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\ Prieft, 1 mult make you find ſame before we pare, 
if you have no Money, you ſhall wp "ro As Many 
Blows as your Skin can ca #-& y hs 
of Nang. Is that the plain Truth? | 
* Sirrah, no more ado; come, 5 give me 
Money ou have. Diſpatch, I cannot ſtand all Da 
+ Kings Wall if thou — have it, there it is; uſt 
the Proverb, one Thief robs another. Where the De- 
vil are all my old Thieves? Falſtaff that Villain is ſo 
fat, he cannot get ons Horſe, but methinks da and 
Peto ſhould be hereabours, ö 
ria. How much is there ont of thy Word 4 
Fig. A hundred Pound in Angels, a my . uy 
The time has been I would have done as much 
Tor thee, if thou hadft paſt this way, as I haye now. 
Prieſf. Sirrah, what att thou? thou ſeem it a Gentle- 
man ? 
Xing. I am no leſs, yet a poor one now, forthou haſt 
all my Money. 
Pri. From whence cam*ft thou? 
King. From the Court at Eltham. 
Priaſt. Art thou one of the King's Seryants ? 
King. Yes, that I am, and one of his Chamber. 
an I am glad thou'rt no worſe ; thou may'ſt the 
— 8 thy Sag ey, and think thou jghr'lt get a 
f his Pardon if de hould have nee 1 
. Ves, that I can. 
"Priefl, Wilt thou do ſo muck for me, when 1 ſhall 
have occaſion ? * 
King.. Yes, faith will L, n be for no Murder. 
Prieſt. Nay, 1 am a pitiful Thief, all the hurt I do a 


| Man; I take but his Purſe, I'll kill no Man. 
King. Then of my Word I'll do't. 
Pri. Oe me thy Hand of the ſame. 
Ting. There tis. 

Priel. Methinks the King ſhould be. good to Thieves, 
becauſe he has been a Thief himſelf, altho I think now 
ke be turn d a-true Man... 

Li. * T have heard indeed h'as had an ill Name 


6— — — — — 
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chat way in 's Youth of but hone can nee n 
been a Thief? 

Priel. How? becauſe lie once 'robb'd me 9 1 I fol 
to the Trade my ſelf, when that foul villznous Guts, that 
ſed him to all that Roguery, was in's er there, 
that Falſtaff. . 

King. Well, if he did rob thee thang thou art but even 
with him now I'll be ſworn {| Aſide]: ur dor 
the King now I think, if thou faweſt * Wo 

Priel. * I, i' fait... J nAk 

, King fo So it ſbould ſcern: . {1 341 [4fpdei 

riet. Well, if old King Harry Bad liv 4, this King 
that is now, had made Thieving the beſt Trade in- * 
land. k 

King. Why ſo: 

Prieft. Becauſe he was the chief Warden of our Com- 
pany, 'tis pity that e' er he ſhould have been a King, he 
was ſo braye a Thief. PIP wile remember: = 
Pardon. if need be? 8 N _ wh 0'; 644 9 

King, Yes Faith will 1. | ot W 

Pria. Wile thou? well then, dect rte bak g 
fafe, r thou may'ſt hap (being ſo eatly) be met with 
again, before thou come to Southwark, if any Man when 
he ſhould bid thee good morrow, bid thee — ſay. 
thou n — will let-thee paſs. + + 

t the Word | then let me alone 

p Nay, Sirrah, becauſe 1 think indeed. 1 ga 
have ſome occaſion to uſe thee, and as thou com'ſt oft 
this way, I may light an thee another time not knowing 
thee, here 1 II break this Angel, take thou: half of i its. 
this is a Token betwixt thee and me. 4 

King. Goda mercy. Farewel. _ [Exite. 

Prieſt. O my fine golden Slaves, here's for thee, Wench, 
faith. Now. — we will revel in- our Bever, this is 
2 Tythe Pig of my Vicarage. God a mercy: Nei 
Shooters- Hilh, you ha paid 3 your Tythe honeftly.. Wal 
I hear there is a Company of Rebels u vp agtinſt he King. 
got together in -Ficket-field near Holborn, and as it is 
thought, here in Kent, the King will be there to Night 


ind own kerſon: Well, [1] tothe King's Camp, and? 
L156 | It 


: > 
= 


23 Tue Tumore 
it hall go hard, if there be any doi ” {his 71 
{or good Boot a among them, 5 * - mate 
Mer 3T6i90U 20 N rsd 5 wot 


Putty King; Suffolk ; Humingron, and tus with 16 


* My — of Suffolk and of auen, 

Who ſcouts it now? or who ſand Sentinels ? 
What Men of Worth ?: what Lords do walk the round? | 
Suff May't pleaſe your Highneſs, | . 
Peace, no more of tha, 00 * 
The King's aſleep, wake not his Majeſty: | | 

With Terms'nor rules, he's at reſt in Bed 

Kings do not uſe to Wach theniſelyes; they ls 

And let Rebellion and Conſpiracy 

Reyel and hayock in the Commonwealth. 
Is London look'd unto? ?: 


19 


Hunt. It ie, my Lord, Neu with an” 7 
Your:mbls adde Eau is 4 Ta Neid et 
Your Brother Glouceſter, and my Lord of mae 
TH Who with the Mayor and the Aldermen +: --- 

l Do guard the Gates, and kvep good(Riule within. 1 
= - The Earl of Cambridge, and gir Thoth4s G '* 

1 Do walk the round, Lord aue and Burler ſcout :: 
80 tho it pleaſe your Majeſty to jeſt, 
Were you in Bed, well might you take your Nen 0 
King. I thank ye Lords; but you do know of old, 
That I have been a perfe& Night- wallet : H Al 
* Zondowy/\you ſay, is fafely lob d unte 

Alas, 2 aud aft fol; 1 

And the: Lord-Cobham, Sir i Joby be, Sed 590 

Quiet in Kent; Acton, you are'deceiy'dt * ei 2141 

Reckoh again, you count without your Holt, 

To Morrow you ſha U give account to us, \/- 

Tübwhen, my Friends; this long cold Winter's Nie 

How car we fpend > King Harry'is aſteep}” ph 
Aud all his Lords," theſe Garments to us fo 4.1 

Alt Friends at Poet: Bat Tellowe all in Field, 1 

Harry, and Dick, and G e, bring us a Drum, 

Give us ſquare Dice, we'll ep this Count of Guard;. 


For all Felows companies that come. 
* Where 8 


ke 


tt 
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Where's that mad Prieſt ye told me was in Arms - 
To fight, as well as pray, if noed requir cd. 
Sulf He's in the Camp, and if he knew of this, 


1 undertake he would not be long hence. 


Eing. Trip Dick, trip George. 

Hunt. 1 muſt have the Dice; what do we play at? 

Sulf. Paſſage, if ye pleaſe. 0 (Hs © 

Hunt. Set round then; ſo at all. 

King. George, you are qu’ut. 
Give me the Dice, I paſs for twenty Pound, x 4 
Here's to our lucky Paſſage in France. 

Hunt. Harry, you paſs indeed, for you ſweep all, 

Suff A Sign King Harry ſhall ſweep all in France. 

Enter Prieſt. 

Prieſt, Edge ye good Fellows, take a freſh Gameſter in; 

Xing. Maſter Parſon, we play nothing but Gold. 

Prieft, And, Fellow, 1 tell thee that the Prieſt hach, 
Gold, Gold; what? ye are but beggatly Soldiers, ta me, 
I think I have more Gold than all you three, 

Hunt. It may be ſo, but we belieye it dons > 

King. Set, Prieſt, ſet, I paſs for all that Gold. 

pris. Ye paſs Inde. 

King. Prieſt, haſt auy more? 


| 


Prieſl. More? what à Queſtion's that? gn to 2”: A 7 
I tell thee I have more. an all you three. * ; ” | 1 2 
At theſe ten Angels. Fat ele 7 | 


King. I wonder how thou com'ſt by all this Gold. 
How many Benefices haſt thou, Prieſt? _  _ 
Prieft. Faith, but one; doſt wonder how I come by 

Gold? I wonder rather how poor Soldiers ſhould have 
Gold; for I'll tell thee, good Fellow, we have every Day 
Tythes, Off rings, Chriſtnings, Weddings,” Burials ; and 
jou poor Snakes come ſeldom to a Booty. © Ill ſpeak 2 
proud word, I have but one Parſonage Wrotham, "tis bet- © 
ter than the Biſhoprick of Rocheſter : there's he er 4 Hill, 
Heath, nor Down in all 'Xezr,, but 'tis in my Pariſh, 
Barrham-down, Cobham- deaun, Gads-hill, Wrothams hill, 
Black- heat h, Cocks-heath, Birchen-wood, all pay me Tythe. 
Gold quoth a? ye paſs not for that. ES. of 
8 
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Do not. the 


There was- Thief, in Face much like Sir John. 
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* Harry:ye are out; now, Parſon, ſhake the Dice. 
Prieft, Set, fer, I'll cover ye; at all; A plague on'r I 
am out D be and a Wench, who. ax 
truſt them ? 
Suff. Say'ſt thou io, Prieſt } ſer fair, at _w for once. 
King. Out, Sit, pay all. 
Prieſt. Sir, pay me Angel Gold, 2 | | 
I'll none of your crack d French Crowns nor: Fiſtolers 
Pay me fair Angel Gold, as I pay you; .- ++ ©) 


No erack'd French Crowns : L o ſee more 
JE. Her- 


French Crowns ere long. | | 
Prieft, Thou mean't of French A Crowns, when 
the King's in R e 
Hunt. Set round, at-all. 
5 Pay all: this is ſome luck. 
King. Give me the Dice, tis I muſt ſhred the Prieft : 
At all, Sir Fohn. _ 
228 he Deyil and all is yours : . "Sdeath, 
whit caſtivp's this? 
„ Well thrown, Harry, faith. | n 
King. ll caſt better et. 
, Then I'll. be hang'd. rab, haſt thou.) not 


giv 'a thy Soul to the Devil for cating? 


King. 1 for all. 
Prieft. Thou paſſeſt all that e'et 1 plaid. withal 5 
2 doſt rel purge nor foilf, nor ſlur? 
ing. Set, Parſon, ſet, the Dice Giein my Hand, 
When: 21 70 when? what, gan ye find no more: 
Already dry ? was't you bragg d of your Store be. 
Fries. Is, gone but that. - 
Hunt. What ? balf a broken * 
2 'Why, Sir? tis Gold. 
Tea, pos III cover it. 
rich The Devil give you. e I am blind, vou 
have blown me 55 | Piet Of 5M | 
King. Nay, ri not leave us yet. 
7 Pies Pieces fireach you! wel? 1 
'Prieft. What if they do? 
"King... Thereby begins a Tale: 


— — — — om — — 
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But twas not he. That Thief was all in green, pe 


Met me laſt Day, on Black-hearh, near the Park, 


With him a Woman, I was all alone 

And Weaponleſs, my Roy had all my Tools, 

And was before providing me a Boat. 
Short Tale to make, Sir John, the Thief I mean, 
Took a. juſt hundred Pound in Gald from me. 

I ſtorm'd at it, and ſwore to be reveng'd 

If &er we met: he like a luſty Thief, 

Brake with his Teeth this Angel juſt in two, 

To be a Token at our meeting next; 


Provided I ſhould charge no Officer 


To apprehend him, bur at Weapons Point 
Recover that, and what he had beſide. _ 
Well met, Sir John, betake ye to your Tools 
By Torch-light, for, Maſter Parſon, you are he 
That had my Gold, 

Prieſt. Zounds I won't in play, in fair ſquare Play, of 
the Keeper of Eltham-Park, and that 1 will maintain 
with this poor Whyniard; be you two honeſt Men to 
ſtand and look upon's, and let's alone, and neither part. 

King. Agreed, I charge ye do not budge a Foot. . 
Sir John, have at ye. | | 

Prieft, Soldier, ware your Sconce. 


As they proffer, Enter Butler, and draws his Sword to 
part them. 


But, Hold, Villain, hold; my Lords, what d'ye mean, 
To ſee a Traitor draw againſt the King. _—_ 
Prieſt. The King? Gods will, I am in a proper pickle. 
King. Butler, what News? why doſt thou trouble us ? 
But, Pleaſe your Majeſty, tis break of Day. 
And as I ſcouted near to 1/ington, 
The gray ey'd Morning gave me glimmering, 
Of armed Men coming down High- gate- hill, 
Wha by their Courſe are coaſting hitherward.,..  _ __ 
| King, Let us withdraw; my Lords, prepare our Troops, 
To charge the Rebels if there be ſuch Cauſe ; 
For this leud Prieſt, this deyiliſh Hypocrite, T4 


[ 
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a frail Man, Fleſh and Blood as other are; but ſet my 
truer Subſect to the Crown and State, than Sir Joby of 


To ſeaſon others with good document, + © [Salt 


will that Sinners live, do not you cauſe me to die. Once 
in their Liyes the beſt may go aſtray, and if the Wedd 
* true, -your ſelf, Pa, = have cen a M. 


8071 75 rep ent e reclaim'd my ſelf... 


An Alarum. Enter King, Suffolk, Haning fn, Sir John 


That is a Thief, a aun; and 24% not, 
Let him be hang'd up for Example ſake, 


Prieſt. Not ſo, my gracious Soyeraign, I confeſt I am 


Imperfections aſide, ye have not a taller Man, nor 2 


Wrotham is. 
King. Will a ttue Subject rob bis King ? [Liege. 
34 Alas! *rwas ignorance and want, my gracious 
King. 'T was want of Grace. Why, you ſhould be as 


Your Lives as Lamps to give the People Light, .. 
As Shepherds, not as Wolves to 10 the . 
Go hang him, Butler. 
Bur. Didſt thou not rob me N 
Prieſt. 1 muſt confeſs I ſaw ſome of yo yo ur Gold, but, 
my dread Lord, I am in no humour for Death; God 


$4 confeſs 
Privft. So will I do if you will give me time: 15 
Xing, Wilt thou? my Lords, will ye be his ee 
Hu. That when be robs again he ſhall be hang d. 
Pries. Lask no more. 
King. And we will grant thee that, 

Live and repent, and prove an honeſt Mang 

Which when I hear; and ſafe return from France, - 

III. oh he thee Livir Till when, take thy Gold, 

pend it better t than in Cards or Wine. 

For better Virtues ſit that Coat of thine. 
Prieſt. Vivat Rex, & currat Lex. My Liege, if ye have 

cauſe of Battle, ye ſhall ſee Sir m beſtir elf in 


your Quarrel. 


1 mann Acton, Beverly, and Murly, Priſoners. 


Ting. Bring in thoſe Traitors, whoſe aſpiring Minds 
1 to have Wumphd 3 in our Overthrow: 5 


ave 
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But now ye ſee, baſe Villains, what Sueceſs 
Attends ill Actions attempted. 
Sir Roger Acton, thou retainſt the Name 
Of Knight, and ſhouldſt be more diſcreetly temper'd 
Than join with Peaſants, Gentry is Divine, 
But thou haſt made it more than popular. 

Act. Pardon, my Lord, my Conſcience Wye me 

to it, 
ng. Thy Conſcience ! then Conſcience is corrupt, 

For i in * Conſcience thou art bound to us, 
And in thy Conſcience thou ſhouldſt love thy qa" | 
Elſe what's the difference 'twixt a Chriſtian, 
And the uncivil Manners of the Turk? 

Bev. We meant no hurt unto your:Majeſty, 
But Reformation of Religion. 

King, Reform Religion ? was it that you ſought ? 
I pray who gave you that Authority? 
Belike then we do hold the Sce = A, - 
And fit within the Throne but ipher. 


Time was, good Subjects would "i e known thei 


Grief, 
And pray y Amendment, not inforce the ſame, © 
Unleſs their King were Tyrant, which I hope 
You cannot ultſy ſay that Harry bh 
What is that other? 
Suf. A Malt-Man, my Lord, 
And dwelling in Dunſtable, as he ſays. 
__ 3 what made you leave your Barley- 
rot 
To come in Armour chus againſt your King ? 
Mur. Fie, paltry, paltry, to and fro, in and out up- 


* — 8 . , 
: oY 


on occaſion, What a World is this ? Knighthood, my 


Liege, *twas Knighthood brought me hither, they told 
me I had Wealth enough to make my Wife a Lady. 


King. And ſo you brought theſe "Horſes which we 


ſaw 
Trapt all in coſtly Furniture, and meant 
To wear theſe Spurs when you were Knighted once ? 


Murs 


— 
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- + "To ſcarch, attach, impriſon, and condemn 
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. Axr. In and out upon Ocraſion I did, | 
King. In and out upon Occaſion, therefore you ſhal} 
he hang'd, and in the ſtead of 2 thoſe Spurs up- 
ori, your, Necla, about your Neck they ſhall bewray | 
Four Polly to the World. 8 ne 

Prieſl. In add out upon Occaſion, that goes hard. 

ee Pie, paltry, paltry, to and fro; good my Liege, 

2 Pardon, 1 am ſorry for my Fault. | 
King. That comes too late; but tell me, went there 


none beſide Sir Roger Acton, upon whom 
You did depend to be your Governour ? 


\ 


. Ar. None, my Lord, but Sir John Oldcafile. 


Enter Biſhop of Rocheſter. 


Xing, Bears hea part in this Conſpiracy ? 
ma 7 look'd, my Lord, that he would meet us 


e. 
Ring. But did he promiſe you that he would come? 
Act. Such Letter we received forth of Kent. 
Roch. Where is my Lord the King ? Health to your 
Grace. > e 0 8 y 
Eramining, my Lord, ſome of theſe Rebels, 
It is a 2 Vees among, them all, 25 
That they had never come into this Place, 
But to have met their valiant General, | 
The good Lord Cobham; as they title him : * 
now perceive, 


my Royalty I would have ſwo 

| a tence, my I bear withal, * 

Theres A not liv'd a more true · hearted Subject. 
Roch. It is but counterfeit, my gracious Lora, 

And therefore may it pleaſe your Majeſty, 

To ſet your Hand unto this Precept here, 

By which we'll cauſe him . to appear, 

And anſwer this by order of the Law. 

King. Not only that, but take Commiſſion 


This 


ur 


his 
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This moſt notorious Traitor as you pleaſe,  —* 
Roch. It ſhall be done my Lord, without delay: 
So now I hold, Lord Cobham, in my Hand, | 
That which ſhall - finiſh thy diſdained Life. 
King. I think the Iron Age begins but now, 
Which learned Poets have ſo often taught, 
Wherein there is no credit to be given 
To either Words, or Looks, or ſolemn Oaths, 
For if he were, how often hath he ſworn, 
How gently tuo'd the Mulick of his Tongue, 
And with that amiable Face beheld he me, 
When all, God knows, was but Hypocriſy. 


Enter Lord Cobham. 


Cob. Long Life and r Reign unto my Lord. 
King. Ah, Villain, canſt thou wiſh Proſperity, 
Whoſe Heart includeth 3 but Treachery ? 
I do arreſt thee here my ſelf, falſe Knight, 
Of Treaſon capital againſt the State. "FE 
cob. Of Treaſon, mighty Prince? your Grace miſ- 
takes, | | 
L hope it is but in the way of Mirth, 
King, Thy Neck ſhall feel it is in earneſt ſhortly, 
Dar'ſt thou intrude into my Preſence, knowing 


How heinouſly thou haſt offended us? 


But this is thy accuſtom'd deceit, 
Now thou perceiy'ſt thy Purpoſe is in vain, 
With ſome Excuſe or other thou wilt come 
To clear thy ſelf of this Rebellion. 
Cob, Rebellion, good my Lord, I know of none, 
King, If you deny it, here is Evidence. 2: bs 
See you theſs Men; never counſelled, 
Nor offered them ce in their Wars? ' T” ; 
Cob, Speak, Sirs, not one but all, I crave no fas 
your, | vt ab 62 
Have ever I been conyerſant with you ? 
Or written Letters to incourage you? 
Or kindled by the leaſt or ſmalleſt part 
Of this your late unnatural Rebellion? 


Speak, 


a - 


„ * —_ . ** . 
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Speak, for I dare the uttermoſt you can. 


Mur. In and out upon Occaſion, I know you not. 
King. No, didſt thou not ſay, that Sir Jobn Oldcaftl 


Was one with whom y_ open to have met? 
Mur. True, I did ſay fo, but in what reſpe&, 

- Becauſe I heard 8 es 15% ; 

King. Was there no other Argument but that? 

Act. I muſt confeſs we have no other Ground 
But only Rumour to accuſe this Lord, + 

Which now I ſee was merely fabulous. 

- King. The more pernicious -_ to taint him then, 
Whom you. know was not faulty, yea or no. | 
Cob. Let this, my Lord, which I preſent your Grac 

Speak for my Loyalty, read theſe Articles, 

And then give Sentence of my Life or Death. 
Ling. Earl Cambridge, Scroop and Gray corrupted 
With Bribes from Charles of France, either to win 
My Crown from me, or ſecretly contriye 

My Death by Treaſon ? Ist poſlible ? 

Cob, There is the Platform, and their Hands, my 


Each ſeyerally ſubſcribed to the ſame. 
. King. Oh never heard of baſe Ingratitude ! 
Even thoſe I hug within my Boſom 'moſt, 
Are readieſt evermore to ſting my Heart. 
Pardon me, Cobham, I have done thee wrong, 
- Hereafter I will live to make amends. ' ' ' 
Is then their time of meeting ſo near hand ? 
We'll meet with them but little for their eaſe, 
If God permit. Go take theſe Rebels hence, 
Let them have Martial Law :- but as for thee, 
Friend to thy King and 1 ſtill be free. [ Exeunt. 
| Mur. Be it more or leſs, what a World is this? 
Would 1 have continued ſtill of the Order of Knayes, 
And ne'er ſought. Knighthood, ſince it coſts 
So dear : Sir Roger, I may thank you for all. 
Act. Now ttis too late to have it remedied, 
J prithee, Murley, do not urge me with it. 
Hunt. Will you away, make no more to do? 


Mur. 


kd i. bat 


S 


ce 


. 
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11 N Fie,. paltry, , paltry, to and fro, as Occaſion 


ſerves, © 


1f you be d haſty, take my Was! A 


Aunt. No, good Sir Knight, een take't your ſelf, 
Mur. 1 could be glad to give my betters place. 
e 2 ho 2 DLE 0 
Enter Biſhop of Rocheſter, Lord Warden, Cromer the 
Sheriff, Lady Cobham and Attendants. [ 
Roch, I tell ye, Lady, it's impoſſible || | 
But you ſhould know where he conyeys himſelf, | 
And you have hid him in ſome ſecret Placde. 
I. Cob. My Lord, believe me, as I loye my Soul, 
Iknow not where my Lord my Husband is. 
Roch. Go to, go to, ye are an Heretick, 
And will be fore's by Torture to confeſs, 


If fair means will not ſerve to make you tell. 


L. Cob. My Husband is a Noble Gentleman, 
And need not hide himſelf for any Fact 
That e' er I heard of, therefore wrong him not. 

Roch. Your Husband is a dangerous Schiſmatick, 
Traitor to God, the King, and Commonwealth, 
And therefore, Mr. Cromer, Sheriff of Kent, 

I charge you to take her to your Cuſtody, 

And ſeize the Goods of Sir John Oldcaſtle 

To the King's uſe; let her go in no more, 

To fetch ſo much as her Apparel out., 

There is your Warrant from his Majeſty, ' ;, ,/ 

Mar. Good my Lord Biſhop, pacify your wrath 
Againſt the Lady. > 110 

Roch. Then let her confeſs 
Where Oldcaftle her Husband is conceal'd. 

War. 1 dare engage my Honour and my Life, 
Poor Gentlewoman, ſhe is ignorant 
And innocent of all his Practices, 

If any Evil by him be practiſed. | | 

Roch. If, my Lord Warden? Nay then I charge 


ou, | 
That al Cinque-Ports whereof you are chief, 
Be laid forthwith, that he eſcapes us not. 


1 


shew 
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S 3 Me Selk. J | 
| War. I am ſorry for the noble G an. 

Roche 5 he comes here, now de your S 


"Enter Hafpool and Lord Cobham, | 


Cob. | what Buſineſs have we here in hand? 
What makes the Biſhop and the Sheriff here? 
- I fear my coming home is dangerous, 
I would I had not made ſuch haſte to tellin, * 
% Her. Be of good chear my Lord, if they, be Foes, 
well ſcramble ſhrewdly with em: it they are Friends 
they are welcome. 
| Sher. Sir John Oldcaſile Lord Cobham, in the a 
Name, I arreſt ye of High Treaſon, 
Cob. Treaſon, Mr. Cromer? © 
Har. Treaſon, Mr. Sheriff, what Treafon ? Kern 
Cob. Harpool, I charge thee ſtir not, but be er. 
Do ye arreſt me of High Treaſon, - Mr. Sheriff 
Noch. Lea, of w_ Treaſon, Traitor, Heretick, 
Cob. Defiance in his Face that calls me ſo, 
Iam as true a Loyal Gentleman 
Unto his Highneſs, 'as my proudeſt Enemy, 
The King ſhall witneſs my late faithful Service, 
For ſafety of —— Maj F hal | 
- ” Roch. What thou art, the 's Han MY. 
Shew him, Lord Warden. King 
. Cob. Jeſu defend me, Wy 
Ist poſſible your Cunning could 1s fo temper 
The Princely diſpoſition of his Mind, 
To ſign the damage of a Loyal Subject? 
Well, the beſt is, it bears an antedate, 
Procured by my abſence and your malice, 
But I, ſince that, have ſhew'd N ſelf as 42 
As any Churchman that dare cha 
Let me be brought before his Majeſty, 
It he acquit me not, then do your worſt. 
Roch. We are not bound to do kind Offices 
For any Traitor, Schiſmatick, nor Heretick : 
The King's Hand is our Warrant for our Work, 


— 


Who 
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Who is departed on his way for France, 2 
And at Southampton doth repoſe this Night. 
Har. O that thou and I were within twenty Miles of 
it, on Salizbury Plain '! I would loſe my Head if thou 
brought'ſt thy Head hither again. IAſde. 
Cob. My Lord Warden o'th* — and Lord 
of Roc heſter, ye are joint Commiſſioners, favour me 
ſo much on my expence, to bring me to the King, 
Roch. What, to Southampton 
cob. Thither, my good Lord, | 
And if he do not clear me of all Guile, | " 
And all ſuſpicion of Conſpiracy, - 
Pawning his Princely warrant for my Truth, 
lack no Favour, but extreameſt Torture, 
Bring me, or ſend me to him, good my Lord, 
Good my Lord Warden, Mr. Sheriff entreat. 
| | [They bath entreat for him: 
Come hither, Lady, nay, ſweet Wife, forbear 
To heap one Sorrow on another's Neck: 
'Tis grief enough falſly to be accused, 
And not permitted to acquit my ſelf. 198 i 
Do not thou with thy kind reſpe&ive Tears, p 
Torment thy Husband's Heart that bleeds for thee : 
But be of Comfort, God hath Help in ſtore 
For thoſe that put aſſured truſt in him. 
Dear Wife, if they commit me to the Tower, 
Come up to London, to your Siſter's Houſe; 
That being near me, you may comfort me. 
One ſolace find I ſettled in my Soul, 
That I am free from Treaſon's very thought: 
Only my Conſcience for the Goſpel's fake, 
Is cauſe of all the Troubles I ſuſtain. 
L, Cob. O my dear Lord, what ſhall betide of us? 
You to the Tower,” and I turn'd out of Doors, 
Our Subſtance ſeiz'd unto his Highneſs uſe, - 
Even to the Garments longing to our Backs. | 
Har, —— good Madam, things at worſt will 
mend, Nö on e r, Met 


And if they do not, yet our Lives may end · 
vol. IX, L Roch, 


242 7 he Hiftory of; 
Roch. U it no more, for if an * 

I ſwear by Free Se. Peters bleſſed — e 

Firſt goes he to the Tower, then te the Stabe. O 
Sher. But by your leave, this en doch not ſtretch 

To Impriſon her. vs | 
: Roch. No, an bea ne Bes, DYC... 

Even as ſhe is, and lead him to che Tower, 

With Guard enough, for fear of reſcuing. 
L. Cob. O God requite thee, thou blood · thirſty Man, 
Cob. May it not be my Lord of Rocheſter ? 

Wherein have I incurr'd your hate ſo far. 

That my Appeal unto the King's deny d? 

Noch. No Hate of mine, but Pow's of Holy Church 

Forbids all Favour to falſe Hereticks. | - 

Cob. Your private Malice more than. publick Pow'r, 

Strikes moſt at me, but with my Life it ends, 
Har. aſide.} O that I had the Biſhop in that fear 

That once I had his Sumner: by our felves.' 

Sher. My Lord, yet grant one * 
That this ſame antient Servingman may wait 
Upon my Lord his Maſter in the Tower. 

Roch. This old /Iniquttity, this Heretick? 

That in contempt of out Church Diſcipline, 

Compell'd my Sumner to devour his Proceſs 2 

Old Ruffan paſt Grace, upſtart Schiſmatick, 

Had not the, ray'd us to pardon ye, 

Ye bed fed fav . He . 
Har. 8 „ye wrong me, I am 

neither Heretick nor Puritan, den of the old Church; 

Til ſwear, drink Ale, kiſs a Wench, go to Maſs, eat 

Fiſh all Lent, and faſt Fridays with Cakes and Wine, 

Fruit and Spicery, ſhrive me 77 "ro old Sins afore Inge 

and begin new before V hitſontide. 5 

- Sher, A merry mad conceited Knave, 
Har. 1 was ſimply put 3 the e 

 Rceh. Well, God forgive him, 1 pardon 

Let him attend his Maſter in the Tower, 

For I in Charity wiſh his Soul no hurt. 
cub. God ble my Soul from fuch cold Charity. 


| Roch. 
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Koch. To th' Tower with him, and when my leiſure 
ſerves, 
I will examine him of Articles; | 
1 Look my Lord Warden, as you have in charge, , 
The Sheriff perform his Office. | 
War. Ay, my Lotd. 


Enter Sumner with Books | 


Roch. What bring'ſt thou there? what, Books of He- | 
reſy ? = 
9 my Lord, here's not a Latin Book, | 
05 No not ſo much as our Lady's Pſalter: | 
Here's the Bible, the Teſtament, the Pſalms in metre; 
The Sick Man's Salve, the Treaſure of Gladneſs, 
All Engliſh, no not ſo much but the Almanack's Eng- 
7 . 


Roch. Away with them, to th' Fire with them, Clup, 

Now fie upon theſe upſtart Hereticks. if 

All Engliſh, burn them, burn them quickly, Clun. 
Har. But do not, Sumner, as you'll anſwer it; for I ö 

have there Exgliſþ Books, my Lord, that I'll not part | 

withal for your Biſhoprick, Bevis of Hampton, Owle- 1 

glaſs, The Friar and the Boy, Ellen of Rumming, Robin 

Hood, and other ſuch godly Stories, which if you burn, 

by this Fleſh I'll make ye drink their Aſhes in St. Mar- 


get's Ale. [Exeunt. 
Enter the Biſhop of 1 eſter, with his Men in Livery 


.: Coats, 


r Ser, Is it your Honour's pleaſure we ſhall ſtay, j 
Or come back in the Afternoon to fetch you. 1 
Roch. Now have ye brought me here unto the Tower, 
You may go back unto the Porter's Lodge, 
Where, if I have occaſion to employ you, 
I' ſend ſome Officer to call you to me. 
Into the City go not, I command you, | 
Perhaps I may haye preſent need to uſe you. | 
2 Ser. We will attend pu Honour here without. 
4 : 2 . 3 Ler. 


— 


244 The Hiſtory of 
3 Ser. Come, we may have a Quart of Wine at the 
Roſe at | Barking, and come back an hour before he' 


. Ser. Ve muſt hie us then. | 
3 Ser. Let's away. [Exennt, 
Roch. Ho, Mr. Lieutenant, - | 
Liew. Who calls there ? 
Roch, A Friend of yours. 
Lieu, My Lord of Rochefler ? your Honour's wel. 


come. 
Roch. Sir, here's my Warrant from the Council, 


For Conference with Sir John Oldcaſile, 
Upon ſome matter of great Conſequence. 

Liew. Ho, Sir John. 

Har. Who calls there ? 

_ Harpool, tell Sir John, that my Lord of Nu. 

cheſter 

Comes from the Council to confer with him. 
I think you may as ſafe without ſuſpicion 


As any Man in England as I hear, 
For it was you moſt labour'd his Commitment. 


Roch. 1 did, Sir, and nothing repent it, I aſſure 
ws 


Enter Lord Cobham and Harpool. 


Mr. Lieutenant, I pray you give us leave, 

I muſt confer here with Sir John a little, 

Tien. With all my Heart, my Lord. Exit. 
Har. Laſide.] My Lord, be rul'd by me, take this oc- 

caſion while it is offered, on my Life your Lordſhip 


will eſcape. | | 
Cob, No more I ſay, peace left he ſhould ſuſpect it. 

Roch. Sir John, I am come to you from the Lords 

of the Council, to know if you do recant your- Errors, 

Cob. My Lord of Rocheſter, on good advice, 

I ſee my Error; but yet underſtand me, 

I mean not Error in the Faith I hold, 

But Error in ſubmitting to your Pleaſure. 


Therefore your Lordſhip without more to do, * 


= > 


el 


ds 
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- Muſt be a means to help me to eſcape. 


Roch. What means, thou Heretick ? 
Dar'ſt thou but lift thy Hand againſt my Calling? 

Cob. No, not to hurt you, for a thouſand Pound. 

Har. Nothing but to borrow your upper Garment a 
little; not a word more, peace for waking the Chil- 
dren; There, put on, diſpatch, my Lord, the Win- 
dow that goes out into the Leads is ſure enough; but for 
you, I'll bind you ſurely in the inner Room. 

Cob. This is well begun, God ſend us happy ſpeed, 
Hard ſhift you ſee Men make in time of need. : 


Enter Servingmen again. 


1 Ser, I marvel that my Lord ſhould ſtay ſo long. 
2 Kr. He hath ſent to ſeek us, I dare Jay my Life. 


3 Ser, We come in good time, ſee where he is co- 


ming. 
Her, I beſeech you, good my Lord of Rocheſter, 
be favourable to my Lord and Maſter. 
Cob. The inner Rooms be very hot and cloſe, 
I do notlike this Air here in the Tower. 
Har, His caſe is hard, my Lord; you ſhall ſafely 
get out of the Tower, but I will down upon them: In 
which time get you away, Hard under Iſlington wait 
you my coming, I will bring my Lady ready with Hor- 
ſes to get hence. | 
FL, Fellow, go back again unto my Lord, and coun- 
Har. Nay, my good Lord of Rocheſter, I'll bring you 
to St. Albans thro' the Woods I warrant you. | 
Cob, Villain away. 
Har, Nay ſince I am paſt the Tower's Liberty, 
Tou part not ſo, He draus. 
Cob. Clubs, Clubs, Clubs. 
1 Ser. Murther, Murther, Murther. 
2 Ser. Down with him. 


Har, Out you cowardly Rogues, [Cobham eſcapes. 
L 2 Enter 


A , — 
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Enter Lieutenant and his Men. 


Lien. Who is ſo bold to dare to draw a Sword 
SO-near unto the entrance, of the Tower ? 
I cr. This Ruffian, Servant to Sir John Oldcafily 
was like to have ſlain my Lord. 8 
1 Lien. Lay hold on him. 
Har. Stand off, if you love your Puddings. 
[Biſhop of Rocheſter calls within. 
Roch, Help, help, help. Mr. Lieutenant help. 
Lien. Who's that within? Some Treaſon in the 
Tower, on my life, look in, who's that which calls? 


Enter Biſhop of Rocheſter bound. 


Lien. Without your Cloak, my Lord of Rocheſter ? 
Har. There, now it works; then let me ſpeed, 
For now's the fitteſt time to ſcape away. Exit. 
Lieu. wy do you look fo ghaſtly and affrighted } 
Roch. aftle that Traitor, and his Man, 
When you had left me to confer with him, 
Took, nd, and ſtript me, as you ſee, 
And left me lying in this inner Chamber, 
And ſo departed, and I__ 
_ And you! Ne'er ſay that, the Lord Cobham's 
an | 
Did here ſet on you like to murther you. 
I Ser, And ſo he did. . 5 
- Roch. It was his Maſter then he did, 
That in the brawl the Traitor might eſcape. 
Lien. Where is this Harpool ? 
2 Ser. Here he was even now. | 
Liew. Where, can you tell? they are both eſcap'd. 
Since it ſo happens that he is eſcap'd, 
1 glad you are a witneſs of the ſame : 
It might haye elſe been laid unto my Charge, 
| That 1 had been conſenting to the Fact. 
| Noch. Come, 
&  "Yearch ſhall be made for him with expedition, 


The 


- 


. 


The Haven's laid that he ſhall not eſcape, | 
And hue and cry continue thro* England 


To find this damned, dangerous Heretick, | [Exeunt. | 


Enter Cambridge, Scroop, and Gray, as in a Chamber, 
and ſet down at a Table, conſulting about their Trea- 
ſon, King Harry and Suffolk lining at the Door. 


Cam. In mine Opinion, Scroop hath well advis'd, 
Poiſon will be the only apteſt mean, 
And fitteft for our purpoſe to diſpatch him. 
Gray. But yet there may be doubt in their delivery, 
Harry is wiſe, and therefore, Earl of Cambridge, 
I judge that way not ſo convenient. 
Scroop. What think ye then of this? I am his Bed- 
fellow, 
And unſuſpeRed nightly ſleep with him. 
What if I venture in thoſe ſilent hours, 
When Sleep hath ſealed up all morta} Eyes, 
To murther him in Bed? how like ye that ? 
Cam. Herein conſiſts no fafety for your ſelf, 
And you diſclos'd, what ſhall become of us 
But this Day, as ye know, he will aboard, 
The Wind's ſo fair, and ſet away for France, 
If as he goes, orentring in the Ship, 
It might be done, then were it excellent. 
Gray. Why any of theſe, or if you will, 
I'll cauſe a preſent ſitting of the Council, 


Wherein I will pretend fome matter of ſuch weight, 


As needs muſt have his Royal Company, 512 
And fo diſpatch him in his Council Chamber. 
Cam. Tuſb, yet J hear not any thing to purpoſe. 
I wonder the Lord Cobham ftays ſo long, 
His Council in this Caſe would much avail us. 
[The King fleds in upon them with his Lords. 
7 VI. ſhall we rife thus, and determine no- 
ng : 
King. That were a ſhame indeed: No, fit again, 
And you ſhall haye my Counſel in this caſe; 
If you can find no way to kill the King, | 
L 4 Them 


| 
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Then you ſhall ſee how I can furniſh ye; 
Scroop's way by Poiſon was indifferent, 
But yet being Bed-fellow to the King, 


And unſuſpected, ſleeping in his Boſom, | 


In mine Opinion that's the likelier way. 


For ſuch falſe Friends are able to do much, 


And ſilent Night is Treaſon's fitteſt Friend. 

Now, Cambridge, in his ſetting hence from France, 
Or by the way, or as he goes — 

To do the deed, that was indifferent too, 

But ſomewhat doubtful, 

Marry, Lord Gray came yery near the point, 


. To have the King at Council, and there murder him, 


As Ceſar was among his deareſt Friends. 
Tell me, oh tell me, you bright Honour's ſtains, 
For which of all my Kindneſſes to you, 
Are ye become thus Traitors to the King ? 
And France muſt have the Spoil of Harry's Life, 
All. Oh pardon us, dread Lord. 
King. How, pardon ye ? that were a Sin indeed, 
Drag them to Death, which juſtly they deſerye : 
And France ſhall dearly buy this Villany, 


So ſoon as we ſet footing on her Breaſt, 


God have the praiſe for our Deliverance, 
And next our Thanks, Lord Cobham, is to thee. 
True perſect Mirror of Nobility. [Exeunt, 


Enter Prieſs and Doll. 


Prie/!, Come Doll, come, be merry, Wench, 
Farewel Kent, we are not for thee. | 
Be luſty my Laſs, come for Lancaſhire, 
We. muſt nip the Boung for theſe Crowns. 

Doll. Why, is all the Gold ſpent already, that you 
had the other Day? | 
Prieſt. Gone, Doll, gone; flown, ſpent, vaniſh'd, 


the Devil, Drink, and Dice, has devoured all. 
Doll. You might have left me in Kent, till you had 
been better provided. 


© Prieſt. Wo, Doll; no, Kent's too hot, Doll, Kent's too 
hot; the Weathercock of Wrotham will crow no longer, 
or ach? we 


we have pluckt him, he has loſt his Feathers, I have 
prun'd him bare, left him thrice, is moulted, moulted, 
Wench. | 

Doll. 1 might have gone to Service again: old Mr. 
Harpool told me he would provide me a Miſtreſs, 

Prieſt. Peace, Doll, Peace; come mad Wench, I'll 
make thee an honeſt Woman, we'll into Lancaſhire to 
our Friends, the troth is, I'll marry thee, we want but 
a little Money, and Money we will have I warrant thee; 
ſtay, who comes here? Some Jriſh Villain methinks that 
bath ſlain a Man, and now he is rifling on him; ſtand 
cloſe, Doll, we'll ſee the end. Kh 


Iriſh, Alas poe Maſter, Sir Richard Lee, be St. Pa- 
trick, is rob and cut thy trote, ſor de ſhain, and dy 
Mony, and dy Gold Ring, be me truly is love de well, 
but now dow be kill de, be ſhitten Knave. 

Prieft. Stand; Sirrah, what art thou? 
| 4 Be St. Patrick Meſter, is poor Iriſhman, is a 
euſter. 8 | 

Priefl. Sirrab, Sirrah, you're a damn'd Rogue, you 
have kill'd a Man here, and rifled him of all that he 
bas; *sblaod you Rogue deliver, or I'll not leave you 
ſo much as a Hair aboye your Shoulders, you whore- 
ſon Iriſh Dog. . [ Robs him. 

Iriſh, Wes me, St. Patrick, Iſe kill my Maſter for 
ſhain and his Ring, and now's be rob of all, me's undo. 

Priefl. Avant, you Raſcal ; go, Sirrah, be walking, 
Come, Doll, the Devil laughs when one Thief robs ano- 


ir; come Wench, we'll go to St, Albans, and revel. 


in our Bower, my brave Girl. 
Doll. O thou art old Sir John when all's done i'faith.. 
[ Exeunts 
Enter the Iriſhman. with the Hoſt of the Houſe. 
Iriſh. Be me tro Maſter is poor Iriſhman, is want ludg- 
ing, is have no Mony, is ſtarve and cold, good Maſter 
give her ſome Meat, is famiſe and tye. 
” I . 
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Enter the Iriſhman with his dead Maſter, and rifles him. 


oſt. 
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| © Hoff. Faith Fellow 1 have no Lodging, but what 1 
keep for my Guefts ; as for Meat, thou hate have as 
ere Barn, there's 
. Tata my Maſter rely, 
m er 
Rob, Who calls? | 
388 Shew this poor Iriſhman teh} hen, g0 Sirrab. 


Enter Carrier and Kate. 


. Who s Within hers? who looks to the Horſes? 
Uds hat, here's fine Work, the Hens in the Manger, 
and the Hogs in the Litter, a bors found you all, here's 
a Houſe well lookt to ifaith, 
Tat. Mas Goff Club, Iſe very cawd. 
Club. Get in, Kate, get in to the Fire and warm thee, 
Yohn Offler ? 

Hoſt, What, Gaffer Club, welcome to St. Albans, 
How do's all our Friends in 5% ? 

Clab. Well, God a Mercy Jo how do's Tom, . 
where i is he? | 

fl. Tom's gone from hence, he's at the three Horſe- 
loaves at Stony-Srratford : how do's old Dick Dan? 

Club. ode har, old Dun is moyr'd in a ſlough in 
Brickhill-lane ; a plague found it, yonders ſuch abo« 
mination Weather as was neyer ſeen, 

Of. Uds hat Thief, have one half Peck of Peaſe and 
Oats more for that, as 1 am John Offtler, he has been 
eyer as a good Jade as eyer travelled, 

2 Faith well faid, old Jack, thou art the old Lad 
11 Of. Come, Gaffer Club, unload, unload, and get to 
Supper. 
Enter the Hoſt, Lord Cobham, and Harpool. 


Sir, you're welcome to this Houſe, to ſuch as is 
here with all my Heart; but I fear your Lodging will 
be the worſt, I have but two Beds, and they are both 
in a Chamber, and the Carrier and his Daughter lies 
4 . ' 2 ” in 
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in the one, and you and your Wife muſt lie in the: 
other. | 

Cob. Faith, Sir, for my ſelf I do not greatly paſs, 
My Wife is weary, and would be at reſt, 
For we have travell'd very far to dax. 
We muſt be content with ſuch as you have. 
Hef. But I cannot tell how to do with your Man- 
Har. What? haſt thou never an empty Room in thy 
Houſe for me? | 

Hoſt. Not a Bed in troth. There came a poor 1riſh- 
nan, and I lodg'd him in the Barn, where he has fair 
Straw, altho* he have nothing elſe. | 

Har. Well, mine Hoſt, I prithee help me to a pair 
of clean Sheets, and I]! go lodge with him, 5 

Hef. By the Maſs that thou ſhalt, a good pair of 
hempen Sheets were ne'er lain in: come, [ Exeunt.. 


Enter Conſiable, Mayor and Watch. 


Mayor. What? have you ſearcht the Town? 

Con. Al the Town, Sir, we have not left a Houſe 
unſearcht that uſes to lodge. | 

Mayor. * kt my Lord of Rocheſter was then de- 

ceiv'd, a a 
Or ill inform'd of Sir John Oldcafile ; 
Or if he came this way, be's paſt the Town, 
He could not elſe. have eſcap'd you in the Search. 

Con, The privy Watch hath been abroad all Night, 
And not a Stranger lodgeth in the Town- | 
But he is known, only a luſty Prieſt 
We found a-Bed with a pretty Wench, 

That ſays ſhe is his Wife, yonder at the Shears ; 
But we have charg'd the Hoſt with his forth coming: 
To morrow Morning. 

Mayor. What think you beſt to do? 

Con. Faith, Mr. Mayor, here's a few ſtraggling Hou» 
ſes beyond the Bridge, and a little Inn where Carriers uſe 
to lodge, altho I think ſurely he would ne'er lodge there , 
but we'll go ſearch, and the rather becauſe there came 
Notice to the Town the. laſt Night of an Iriſhman, 

2 1 
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that had done.a Murther, whom we are to make ſearch 
or. 


Mayor. Come I pray you and be circumſpeR. | 
gs: Sy [Exeunt. 


Con. Firſt beſet the Houſe, before you begin to ſearch, 
Offi. Content, every Man take a feveral place. 

Ry | I Noiſe within, 
Keep, keep, ſtrike him down there, down with him. 


Enter Conlable with the Iriſhman in Harpool's Apparel, 


Con. Come you villanous Heretick, tell us where your 
Maſter is. 

Iriſh. Vat Meſter? - 

Mayor.. Vat Meſter? you counterfeit Rebel ? This 
ſhall not ſerve your turn, 

Iriſh. Be Sent Patrick I ha no Meſter. 

Con. Where's the Lord Cobham, Sir John Oldcafile, 
that lately eſcaped out of the Tower ? 

Tiſb. Vat Lord Cobham? 
© Mayor. You Counterfeit, this ſhall not ſerve you, 
we'll torture you, we'll make you confeſs where that 
arch Heretick is. Come bind him faſt. 

Iriſh. Abone, ahone, ahone, a Cree. 
Con. Ahone, you crafty Raſcal ? [Exeunt. 

Lord Cobham comes out flealing in his Gown. 


Cob. Harpool,. I hear a marvellous Noiſe 
about the Houſe, God warrant us, I fear we are pur- 
ſu'd; what, Harpool ? 

Har. within.] Who calls there? 

Cob. Tis I, doſt thou not hear a Noiſe about the 
Houſe ?. | 

Har. Yes marry do I, *zounds 1 cannot find my Hoſe; 
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Noiſe heard about the Houſe a pretty while, then enter the 
Conſtable meeting Harpool in the Iriſhman's Apparel. 


Con. Stand cloſe, here comes the Iriſhman that did 
the Murther, by all Tokens this is he. © 
| Mayor. And perceiving the Houſe beſet, would get 
away; ſtand, Sirrah. | {3 
Har. What art thou that bid'ſt me ſtand ? 1 
con. I am the Officer, and am come to ſearch for an 
Iriſhman, ſuch a Villain as thy ſelf, thou haſt murther'd | 
a Man this laſt Night by the high-way. TOTS | 
Har. Sblood, Conſtable art thou mad? am 1 an | 
tiſhman £ | 
Mayor. Sirrah, we'll find you an Iriſpman before we 
part ; 


rt; 
Lay hold upon him. 1 
Con, Make him faſt, O thou bloody Rogue ! 


Enter Lord Cobham and his Lady, in the Carrier and 
Wench's Apparel. 


Cob, What will theſe Oſtlers ſleep all Day? 
Good morrow, good morrow, come Wench,#come ; 
Saddle, Saddle, now afore God two fair Days, ha ? 3 

Con. Who goes there? 

Mayor. O tis Lancaſhire Carrier, let them paſs, 

Cob, What, will no body ope the Gates here ? 

Come, let's int” Stable to look for our Capons. 
| [Exeunt Cobham and his Lady. 

Club. Hoſt, why Oftler ? The Carrier calling. 
Zwooks here's ſuch abomination Company of Boys: 

A Pox of this Pigſty at the Houſe end, 
It fills all the Houfe full of Fleas : Oſtler, Oſtler 

Oſt. Who calls there? what would you have? 

Club. Zwooks, do you rob your Gueſts ? 

Do you lodge Rogues, and Slaves, and Scoundrels, ha d 
They ha' ſtol'n our Clothes here? why Oftler > 

Oſtl. A murren choak you, what a bawling you keep. 

Hoff. How now? what would the Carrier haye ? 
ery. O 
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. They ſay the Man and the nn ; 


them, have' "Rok their Clothes. 

Hoſt, What are the frrange Folks up yet that came in 
Yeſter Night ? 
Coen. What mine Hoſt, up ſo early? 


Hoff. What Mr. Mayor, and Mr. Confable + | 


We are come to ſeek for fome eee Per 


ons, and ſuch as here we found have: a 


Enter Carrier and Kate, in Cobbam and Lady's Apparel, 


"Cob. Who comes here? | 
© - Club; Who comes here? A found ome, you 
bawl quoth a, ods hat I'll forſwear your Houſe, you 
dg'd 2 Fellow and his Wife by — that ha run away 
our Parrel, and left us ſuch Gew - Gaws here; — 
Kate, come to me, thowſe dizeard y faith. 
Mayor. Mine Hoſt, know you this Man? 
me Yes Maſter Mayor, Il! give my word for him, 
Club, how comes this gear about? 
— Now a foul on't, I cannot make this Gew- 
gaw ſtand on my Head. 
Con. How come this Man and Woman thus attired ? 
Hoff. Here came a Man and Woman bither this laſt 
Night, which I did take for ſubſtantial People, and 
d all in one Chamber by theſe Folks ; methinks 
' have been ſo bold to change Apparel, and gone away 
this Morning ere they roſe. 


Mayor. That was that Traitor Oldcafile that thus eſcapt 


us 3 make hue and cry. after him, keep faſt the Traite- 
rous Rebel his Servant there; farewel mine Hoſt. 
Car. Come Kate Owdham, thou and Iſe trimly dizard. 
Kate. I'faith neam Club, Iſe wot ne'er what to do. 
Iſe be ſo flouted and ſo ſhouted atz and by th* Meſs Iſe 
CY» \>1 [Exeunt. 


Enter Cobham * his Lady disguis d. 


Cob. Come, Madam, happily eſcap'd, here let us ſit, 
This Place is far remote from any Path, 
And here a while our weary Limbs may reſt 


To. 


r 


e 
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To take refreſhing, free from the rn. 


Of envious Rocheſter, 
Z. Cob. But where, my Lord, 
Shall we find reft for our diſquiet Minds? 
There dwell untamed Thoughts that hardly ſtoop 
To ſuch abaſement of diſdained Rags: | 
We were not wont to trayel _ y Night, 


Eſpecially on Foot. 
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choice: 

And were it not for thee, ſay froward time 
Impos'd a great Task, I would eſteem it 

As lightly as S the Wind that blows upon us; 
But i in 2 ſufferance I am doubly taskt; 
Thou waſt not wont to have the Earth hy Stool, 
Nor the moiſt dewy Graſs thy Pillow, nor 
Thy Chamber to be the wide Horizon. 


4 Cob. How can it ſeem a trouble, having you | 


A Partner with me, in the worſt I feel? 
No, gentle Lord, your Preſence would give eaſe 
To Death it-ſelf, d he now ſeize upon me. 


Behold what my forefight hath underta'en 

For fear we faint, they are but homely Cates, 

Yet ſawc'd with Hunger, they may ſeem as ſweet | 

As greater Dainties we are wont to taſte, | 
Cob. Praiſe be to him, whoſe plenty ſends both 

And all things elſe our Mortal Bodies need: 

Nor ſcorn we this poor feeding, nor the State 

We now are in, for what is it on Earth, 

Nay under Heay'n, continues at a ſta 

Ebbs not the Sea, when it hath 3 A ? 

Follows not Darkneſs, when the Day is gone ? 

And ſee we not ſometimes the Eye of Heav'n 


9 


[Here's Bread and Cheeſe, and a Both 


this | 


Dim'd with o'er-flying Clouds ? There's not that work 


of careful Nature, or of cunning Art, 
How ſtrong, how beauteous, or how rich it be, 
But falls in time to ruin. Here, gentle Madam, 


In this one Draught I waſh my Sorrow down. [ Drinks, 


Will do the like, i 


L. Cob. And I, encourag'd with your chearful Speech, 


Cob. 
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Cob. Pra 8 
If he ſhould fall into the Bi op's Hands, 


Or not remember where we bad him meet us, 
It were the thing of all things elſe, that now 
Could breed revolt in this new peace of Mind. 
L. Cob. Fear not my Lord, he's witty to deviſe, 
And ſtrong to execute a ſent ſhife. 
Cob. That Power be ſtill his Guide bath guided us. 
My drowſy Eyes wax heavy; early riſing, 
Together 2 the Travel we have had, 
Ma es me that I could take a Nap, 
Were I perſwaded we might be ſecure. 
L. Cob. 2 de —_— hilft you do fleep, 
I'll watch that no rtune happen us. 
1 1 bl dear Wife, de too much trouble to thee. 
e not that, 
Ky Dry b s me, and your Love neh 
I had — All with tuned Voice 
To draw on ſleep with ſome ſweet Melody. 
But imperfection and unaptneſs too 
Are both repugnant ; Fear inſerts the one, 
The other Nature hath denied me uſe. 
But what talk 1 of means, to purchaſe that 
Is freely happen'd ? Sleep with gentle Hands 
Hath fhut his Eye-lids. O victorious Labour, 
How ſoon thy Pow'r can charm the Body's Senſe ? 
And now thou likewiſe climb'ft unto my Brain, 
- ay, heavy Temples ſtoop to thee, | 
Great God of of Heaven from Danger keep us free. 


[Falls aſleep. 
Euter Sir Richard Lee, and his Men. 


Lee. A Murther cloſely done, and in my Groynd ? 
Search carefully, if any where it were, 
This obſcure Thicket is the likelieſt place. 
Ser. Sir, 1 found the Body ſtiff with cold, 
And mangled cruelly with . Wounds, 
Lee. Look if thou know'ſt him, turn his Body up: 


Alack, it is my Son, my Son and Heir, 
3 +! % 
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Whom. two Years ſinee I ſent to Freland, 

To 7 there the Diſcipline of War, 

And coming home, for ſo he wrote to me, 
Some ſavage Heart, ſome bloody deviliſh Hand, 
Either in hate, or thriſting for his Coin, 

Hath here fluc'd out his Blood, Unhappy hour, 
A curſed Place, but moſt unconftant Fate, 

That hadſt reſery'd him from the Bullets Fire, 
And ſuffer'd him to ſcape the Wood-kerns Fury, 
Didſt here ordain the Treaſure of his Life, 

Even here within the Arms of tender Peace, 

To be conſum'd by Treaſon's waſteful hand? 
And which is moſt afflicting to my Soul, | 

That this his Death and Murder ſhould be wrought 
Without the Knowledge by whoſe means 'twas done. 

2 Ser. Not ſo, Sir, I have found the Authors of it, 
See where they ſit, and in their bloody Fiſts "By 
The fatal Inſtruments of Death and Sin. ; 

Lee, Juſt Judgment of that Power, whoſe acer 


4 Eye, 
Loathing the ſight of ſuch a heinous Fact, 
Dazling their Senſes with 3 Sleep, 
Till their unhallowed Treachery was known. 
Awake, ye Monſters, Murtherers, awake, 
Tremble for Horror, bluſh you cannot chuſe, 
Beholding this unhuman Deed of yours. | 
Cob, What mean you, Sir, to trouble weary Souls, 
And interrupt us of our quiet Sleep ? 
Lee. O deviliſh! can you boaſt unto your ſelves 
Of quiet Sleep, having within your Hearts 
The gull of Murder waking, that which cries, | Ef i 
Deafs the loud Thunder, and ſollicits Heav'n 1 
With more than Mandrakes Shrieks for you Offence? Fi 
T. Cob. What Murder? you upbraid us wrongfully. . [i 
Lee. Can you deny the Fat? See you not here | 
The Body of my Son, by you miſdone ? 
Look on his wounds, look on his Purple hue: 
Do we not find you where the Deed was done? . 
Were not your Knives faſt cloſed in your hands? 
Is not this Cloth an Argument belide, 
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Thus ftain'd and ſpotted with his innocent Blood > 

Theſe ſpeaking Characters, were there nothing elſe 

To plead againſt ye, would convict you both. 

To Har with them, where the'Sizes now are kept, 

Their Lives ſhall anſwer for my Son's loſt Life, 
Cob. As we are innocent, fo xr we ſpeed. 
Lee. As I am wrong d, ſo may the Law proceed. 


Enter Biſhop of Rocheſter, Conflable of . Albans, with 
Priefi, Doll, and the Triſhman in Harpool's Apparel. 


Roch, What intricate Confuſion have we here? 
Not two hours fince we apprehended one 
In Habit ir5ſb, but in Speech not fo; - 
And now you bring another, that in Speech is 1riſh, 
But in Habit Engliſb : Yea, and more than fo, 
The Servant of that Heretick Lord Cobbam. 
Triſh. Fait me be no Servant of de Lort Cobham, 
Me be Mack Chane of Ulſter. ＋ 

Roch. Otherwiſe call'd Harpaol of Kent : go to, Sir, 
You cannot blind us with your broken 1rif, 

Prieſt. * me, ſaid Biſhop, whether ti/h or Es- 
| liſh, | 
. Harpool, that I leave to the Trial ; 
But ſure 1 am, this Man by Face and Speech, 
Is he that murder'd young Sir Richard Les: 
I met him preſently upon the Pact, 
And that he flew his Mafter for that Gold, 
Thoſe Tewels, and that Chain I took from him, 

Roch, Well, our Affairs do call us back to London, 
So that we cannot proſecute the Caufe 
As we deſire to do, therefore we leave | 
The with you, to ſee they are convey'd 
To Hartford Size: Both this Counterfeit, | 
And you, Sir John of Wrotham, and your Wench, 
For you are cylpable as well as they, | © 
Tho not for Murder, yet for Felony; Wy 
Bur ſince you are the means to bring tolight 
This graceleſs Murder, ye ſhall bear with you 


Our 
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Our Letters to the Judges of the Bench, | 

To be your Friends in what they lawful may. a 
Fra. I thank your Lordſhip. [Exennt. 


Enter Goaler bringing forth Lord Cobham. 


Goal. Bring forth the Priſoners, ſee the Court prepar'd, 
The 22 are coming to the Bench: 

So, let him ſtand, away and fetch the reſt. Exit. 
Cob. O give me Patience to endure this Scourge, 
Thou that art Fountain of that virtuous Stream, 

And tho Contempt of Witneſs, and Reproach 

Hang on theſe Iron Gyves, to preſs my Life 

As low as Earth, yet ſtrengthen me with Faith, | 

That I may mount in Spirit above the Clouds. 


Enter Goaler, bringing in Lady Cobham and Harpool. * 


Here comes my Lady, Sorrow tis for her, 

Thy Wound is grievous, elſe I ſcoff at thee. | 

What and poor Harpoot ! art thou i'th'Briars too 
Har. I'faith, my Lord, I am in, get out how I can. 
L. Cob, Say, gentle Lord, for now we are alone, 

And may confer,” ſhall we confeſs in brief, 

Of whence and what we are, and fo prevent 

The Accuſation is commenc'd againſt us: 8 
Cob. What will that help us? Being known, feet 

Love, | * 

Ve ſhall for Hereſy be put to Death, | 

For ſo they term the Religion we pro 

No, if we die, let this our Comfort be, 

That of the Guilt impos'd our Souls are free. 
Har, Ay, ay, my Lord, Harpool is ſo reſoly'd, 

I wreak of Death, the leſs in that I die ro 

Not by the Sentence of that envious Prieſt. 
L. Cob, Well, be it then according as Heavens pleaſe, 
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Enter Lord Judge, Fuftices, Mayor of Sr. Albans, Lord 
_ Powis, and his Lady, old Sir Richard Lee: The 
Judge and Juſtices take their Places, 


Jadge. Now, Maſter Mayor, what Gentleman is that 
You bring with you upon the Bench? 
Mayor. The Lord Powis, if it like your Honour, 
And this his Lady, travelling toward Wales ; 
Who, for they lodg'd laſt Night within my Houſe, 
And my Lord Biſhop did lay wait for ſuch, 
Were very willing to come on with me, 
Left for their ſakes, ſuſpicion we might wrong. 

Judge. We cry your Honour mercy, good my Lord, 
Wille Pas; you take your place. 9 your Lady. 


Until this buſineſs now in hand 
L. Pow. 1 will withdraw into ſome other Room, 
So that your Lordſhip and the reſt be pleas'd. 
Judge. With all our Hearts: Attend the Lady there. 
Hou. Wife, I have ey'd yon Pris'ners all this while, 
| And my Conceit doth tell me, tis our Friend 
The noble Cobham, and his virtuous Lady, 
TL Pow. I think no leſs, are they ſuſpected for this 
| Murder ? 
Dow. What it means 
1 cannot tell, but we _ wy anon. A 
Mean time as you paſs by them, ask the queſtion 
But do it — 8 ſeen, * : 
And make ſome ſign, that I know your Mind. 
[As ſhe paſſes over the Stage by them. 
TL. Pow. My Lord Cobham! Madam? 
Cob. No Cobham now, nor Madam, as you love us, 
"But John of Lancaſhire, and Joan his Wife. 
T. Pot, O tell, what is it that our love can do 
To pleaſure you, for we are bound to you? 
Cob. Nothing but this; that you conceal our Names; 
So, gentle Lady, paſs for being ſpied, 


"= 
May here, or where you will, * your ſelf, 
e paſt. 


L. Pow. 


w 
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Z. Pow. My Heart I leave, to bear part of your Grief, 

a we Ls. 

Judge. Call the Priſoners to the Bar: Sir Alban 
Lee, f 


What Evidence can you bring againſt thoſe People, 
To prove them guilty of the Murder done ? 
Les. This bloody Towel, and theſe naked Knives: 
fide, we found em fitting by the Place, 
here the dead Body lay within a Buſh. 
Judge. no anſwer you why Law ſhould not pro- 
: 08 | 
According to this Evidence given in, 
To tax ye with the Penalty of Death ? 
Cob. That we are free from Murder's very thought, 
And know not how the Gentleman was ſlain. 
1 Juſt. How came this Linnen-cloth ſo bloody then? 
L. Cob, My Husband, hot with travelling, my Lord, 
His Noſe guſh'd out a bleeding, that was it. 
2 Juſt, But how came your ſharp-edg'd Knives un- 
ſheath'd ? 
I. Cob. To cut ſuch ſimple Victual as we had. 
Judge, Say we admit this Anſwer to thoſe Articles, 
What made you. in ſo private a dark Nook, 
So far remote from any common Path, 
As was the Thicket where the dead Corps was thrown ? 
Cob, Journeying, my Lord, from London, from the 
T | | 


erm, - | 

Down into Lancaſhire, where we do dwell 3 
And what with Age, and Travel being faint, 
We gladly ſought a place where we might reſt, 
Free from reſort of other Paſſengers, 
And ſo we ſtray'd into that ſecret Corner, 

Judge. Theſe are but ambages to drive off time, 
And linger Juſtice from her purpos'd end. 
But who are theſe? 12 * 


0 


Enter Conſtable with the Iriſhman, Prieſt, and Doll, 


Con, Stay Judgment, and releaſe thoſe Innocents, 


For here is he whoſe Hand hath done the Deed, 


For 
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| For which they ſtand indited at the Bar 3 
"This ſavage Villain, this rude Jriſb Slave, 
His tongue already bath confeſs'd the Fact, 
And here is witneſs to confirm as much. 

Prieſt. Les, my Lord, no ſooner had he {lain 
His loving Maſter for the Wealth he had, 
But I upon the inſtant met with him : 
And what he purchas'd with the loſs of Blood, 
With ſtrokes I preſently bereay'd him of, 

Some of the which is ſpent, the reſt remaining, 
I willingly ſurrender to the Hands | 
a * Sir Ranges —— as being his 11 
Beſide, my Lord Judge, _ your Honour 
With Letters from my 3 Rochefier. 
[Delivers them, 
Tos. Is this the Wolf, whoſe thirſty Throat did drink 
My dear Son's Blood 2 Art thou the Snake 
He cheriſh'd, yet with envious piercing Sting 
A ail ast him morally ? Were't not that the Law. 
Stands ready to revenge thy Cruelty, 
Traitor to God, thy Maſter, and to me, | 
Theſe Hands ſhould be thy Executioner. 

* Judge. 8 Sir Richard Lee, you ſhall have Ju 


"Th wm is odious, pb prog ke ie hence, 
2 the Wretc dead, 
| Body be ba ng'd in Chains, 


2 Place where be did a the Munler. 

Iriſh, Prethee, Lord Shudge, let me have mine own 

Cloths, my Strouces there; and let me be hang'd in a 

Wyth after my Country the-iriſs Faſhion, [Ext 
Judge. Go to, away. with him. And now, Sir John, 

Altho* by you this Murder came to light, 

Yet upright L Law, will not hold you 8 

For you did rob the Iriſhman, by which 

You ſtand 2 bak Felony : 

Neſide, you have and many Tears 

Led a laſcivious, unbeſeeming Life. | 

WET: Sir n repents, jd 

1051 | Judge, 


, 
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Judge. In hope Ae e with the favour 

My Lord of Rocheſter intreats for you, 

We are content you ſhall be proved. 

Prieſt. I thank your Lordſhip. 
Judge. Theſe falſly here accus'd, and brought 

In Peril wro y, We in like ſort do ſet at liberty, 
Lee. And for amends, : 

Touching the wrong unwittingly I haye done, 

I give theſe few Crowns. 
Judge. Your kindneſs merits Praiſe, Sir Richard Lee; 

So let us hence, {[Exeunt all but Powis and Cobham. 
Powis, But Pow!:s ſtill muſt tay, 

There yet remains a part of that true Loye, 

He owes his noble Friend, unſatisfied | 

And unperform'd, which firſt of all doth bind me 

To gratulate your Lordſhip's ſafe delivery: 

And then intreat, that ſince unlook*dsfor thus 

We here are met, your Honour would youchſafe 

To ride with me to Wales, where tho my Power, 

(Tho not to quittance thoſe great Benefits 

I have receiy'd of you) yet both my Houſe, 

My Purſe, my Servants, and what elſe I haye 

Are all at your Command. Deny me not, 

I know the Biſhop's Hate 1 ye ſo, 

As there's no ſafety in abiding here. | 
Cob. Tis true, my Lord, and God forgive him for its 
Pow, Then let us hence, you ſhall be ſtraight provided 

Of luſty Geldings : And once entred Wales, 

Well may the Biſhop hunt, but ſpight his Face, 

He never more ſhall have the Game in Chace. [Exeunt. 
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Maſter Edmund, Sn to the Widow Plus,  _ 


82 Godfrey, Brother-In-Law to the Wide Pls 
rge Pye-boord, a Scholar and a Citizen. 


» -&& Oliver Muck-hill, 4 Suiter to the Lady Plus, 


Sir John Penny-Dub, a Suiter to Moll. 
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Tube Sheriff of London. 
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wu, of 1 anon, | 


e n nns 


Enter 10 % Widow hat Frances and Wen Sr 
| Godfrey with Edmund, all in Mourning. The Wi- 
dow wringing ber Hands, and burſting out into pa. 

ſon, 4. "vp me the mat of her N Fa: 


ag! M DO . reid T0. 020) 1 


H. chef ver vas . chat ever I was 


- "a, Nay, good Siſter, Te: Siſter, 
BE ſweet Siſter, be pr good Comfort, ſhew 
pour (elf a Woman now or never. | 
RIELLE id. Oh, I have loſt the deareſt Mang 
I bare buried the ſweeteſt Husbaad that ever lay bj 
Woman. FI 
Sir Ged. Nay, ive him 5 "a hams ed a0 ho- " 
neſt,.. virtogut, dilceeet, wiſe Man. he was my Bro- 
chet, as right, as right. 
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Wid. O, I ſhall never et him, never fe him 
eee 
Sir God. Nay, but kind Siſter," I could weep as much 
as any Woman, but alas, our Tears cannot call hi 
again: methinks you are well read, Siſter, and kn 
that Death is as common as Homo, a common Name to 
all Mn z — 4 Man ſhall be taken when he's making 
water. ay, did not the learned Parſon, Maſter P- 
man, tell us een now, that all Fleſh, is frail, we are 
born to die, Man has but a time; with ſuch like deep 
and profound Perſwaſions, as he is a rare Fellow, you 
know, and an excellent Reader: aud for Example, (as there 
arg Examples abundance) did got Sir Humphrę Bubble 
die t'other Day, there's a luſty Widow, why ſhe cry'd 
not above half an Hour for ſhame, for ſhame : 
Then follow'd him old Maſter Ful/ome the Uſurer, 
_ a wiſe Widow, why ſhe cry'd a ne'er a whit at 
id. O rank not me with thoſe wicked Women, 1 
bad a Husband out-ſhin'd them all. 
Sir God. Ay that he did, i'fairh, he our-ſhin'd 'em 
wid. Doſt thou ſtand there and ſee us all weep; and 
not once ſhed a Tear for thy Father's Death? oh thou 
ungracious Son and Heir thou ? 5 
Edm. Troth, Mother, I ſhould not weep I'm ſure; 1 
am paſt a Child 1 hope, to make all my old School - 
fellows laugh at me; I ſhould be mockt, fo 1 ſhould ; 
pray let one of my Siſters weep for me, III laugh as 
much for her another time. Te. | 
id. O thou'paſt-Grace thou, out of my ſight thou 
celeſs Imp, thou grieveſt me more than the th of 
thy Father: O thou ſtubborn only Son: hadſt thou ſuch 
an honeſt Man to thy Father— that would deceive all 
the World to get Riches for thee, and canſt thou not af- 
ford a little Salt-Water ! He that ſo · wiſely did quite o- | 
verthrow the right Heir of thoſe Lands, which now you | 0 
reſpect not; up every Morning betwixt four and five, 
ſo duly at Weſtminſter-Hall every Term - time, with all F 
his Cards and Writings, for thee thou wicked m__ | 


. 


. 


Widow of 
O dear Husband ! þ 5 
Bum. Weep, quotha? I proteſt T am glad he's 
Churched ; for now he's gone, 1 ſhall ſpend in quiet. 
| > Dear Mother, pray ceaſe, half your Tears ſuſ- 
e, 7 { * 9 6 % 
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is time for you to take truce with your Eyes, 


Let me” weep now. 


id. O ſuch a dear Knight, ſuch a ſweet Husband 
have I loſt, have I loſt !—if bleſſed be the Coarſe the 


Rain rains upon, he had'it, pouring down. 


| here ſtand your Daughters, who be well Eſtated, and at 


leave ſnobbi 


To ſuch intent, O,. may it be my Grave: 

And that the Prieſt may turn his M edding- Prayers, 

Even with a breath, to Funeral duſt and aſhes; 

, out of a Million ä I ſhould ne'er find ſuch 
4 3 4 


sir God. Siſter, be of good chear, we are all mor- 
tal our ſelves, I come upon you freſhly, I ne'er ſpeak 
without comfort, hear me what I ſhall ſay,— my Bto- 
ther has left you wealthy, you're rich. OF" Went 

Wid. On! G 59 Wt 4 4. Wo f 

Sir God, I ſa re rich: you are alſo fair. 

ts Ion tons wlll 
Se God. Go to, you're fair, you cannot ſmother it, 
Beauty will come to light ; nor are your Years fo far 
enter d with you, but that you will be ſought after, and 
may very well anſwer. another Husband; the World is 
full of fine-Gallants, choice enow, Siſter. for what 


ſhould we do with all our Knights, I pray? but to mar- 


ry rich Widdws, wealthy Citiaens Widows, luſty fair- 
brow'd Ladies. Go to, be of good comfort, I fay, 
and weeping, —yet my Brother was 
Man, 
me now. — come, 


a kind-hea 


pluck up a Woman's Heart, 


maturity will alſo be inquir'd after with good Husbands, 
ſo all theſe Tears ſhall be ſoon dry'd up, and a better 
World than ever — what, Woman? you muſt not 
weep ſtill? he's dead, he's buried yet I cannot 
chuſe but weep for him. | 
Wid. Marry again! no, let me be buried quick ther! 
And that ſame part of Quire whereon I tread | 


* 


I would not have the Elf ſee: 
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1 a Husband he was unmatchable=—unmatchable 

1 nothing was ſo hot, nor too dear for me, I could not 
| ſpeak of thatone thing that I had not, beſide, I had Keys 
of all, kept all, -receiv'd all, had Money in my. Purſe, 
ſpent what 1 would, went abroad when | would, came 
home when 1 would, and did all that I would; O 
my ſweet Husband ; 1 ſhall never have the like. 

Sir God. Siſter, ne'er fay ſo, he was an honeſt Bro- 
ther of mine, and fo, and you may light upon one as 
| honeſt again, or one as honeſt _ . light upon 
Fou; - that's the properer phraſe in 

ui. Never: or y you love me 
O may 1 be the by- word of the World, 
The common talk at Table, in the Mouth - 
Of every Groom and Waiter, if e'er mote \ 
I entertain the carnal ſuit of Man. [Kneel;, 

Moll. 1 muſt kneel down for faſhion too. 

Fran. And I, wha never Man as yet hath ſad, 
Lien in this depth of general Sorrow, vox 
Never to marry, to ſuſtain ſuch loſs, | ; 
As a dear Husband ſeems to be, once Dead. 

Aal. L lov'd my Father well too; but bn, 
> vow, I would not marry for his Death, 
Sure 1 ſhould ſpeak falſe Latin, ſhould 1 not? 
'I'd as ſoon vom never to come in Bed. 


e muſt live by ch quick, and not by ih 


ae Dear Copy of my Husband. 0 ler me kiſs thee: 
» [Drawing aut ber Hnsband's Pifture, 
- How like him is their Model ; their brief Picture 
| - Quickens-my Tears : my Em are —_—" 
A their freſh ſight, | 
S ir God. Siſter 
Wid. Away, 
£4All honeſty with him is tuen d to Clay. 
O my ſweet \Husband, ow 0 t 
Fran. My dear Father! [Exount Wid. and Fran. 
Aoll. Here's a+ puling i indeed + 1 think my Mother 
weeps for all the Women that ever buried Husbands; 
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land had been Bottled up, I do not think all would have 
fill'd a chree - half · penny Bottle : alas, a ſmall matter 
bucks a Handkerchief,—and ſometimes the Spittle ſtands 
too nigh Saint Thomas a Watring's. Well, I can mourn 
in good ſober fort as well as another; but where 1 
ſpend one Tear for a dead Father, I cou'd give twe 
Kiſſes for a quick Husband, Exit Moll. 
Sir God, Well, go thy ways old Sir Gedfrey, and thou 
may'ſt be proud on't, thou haſt a kind loving Siſter- in- 
Law. How conſtant ? how paſſionate? how full of 
April the poor Soul's Eyes are. Well, I would my 
Brother knew on't, he ſhould then know what a kind 
Wife he had left behind him. Truth, and were not 
for ſhame that the Neighbours at the next Garden ſhould 
hear me, betwixt Joy and Grief, 1 ſhould e'en cry. out- 
igbt. [Exit Sir Godfrey. 
Zam. So, a fair riddance, my Father's laid in 
his Coffin and he is like a whole Meat-Pye, and the 
Worms will cut him up ſhortly : Farewel old Dad, 
farewel; III be curb'd in no more: I perceive a 
Son and Heir may quickly be made a Fool, an he 
will be one, but I'll take another order Now 
ſhe would have me weep for him forſooth, and why; 
becauſe he cozen'd the right Heir, being a Fool, 
and beſtow'd thoſe Lands on me his eldeſt Son; 
and therefore I muſt weep for him, ha, ha: why, all 
the world knows, as long as "twas his Pleaſure to 
me, twas 3 for me: I know 
Law in that Point, no Attorney can gull me. 
Well, my Uncle is an old Aſs, and an admirable 
Coxcomb, I'll rule the Roaſt my ſelf. I'll be kept 
under no more. I know what I may do well e- 
nough by my Father's Copy: the Law's in mine 
own Hands now: Nay, I know my ſtrength, 
ll be ſtrong enough for my Mother I warrant yom 
180 OY [Ezit. 
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| Enter George Pye-boord, and Peter Skirmiſh. _ 


Dye. What's to be done now, old Lad of War, 
thou that were wont to be as hot as a Turn-ſpit, 
as nimble as a Fencer, and as louſy as a School-maſter; 
now thou art put to ſilence like a Sectary. Var 
ſits now like a Juſtice of Peace, and does nothing; 
where be your Muskets, Calivers and Hot-ſhots + in Long. 
lane, at pawn, at pawn ?—— Now Keys are our only 
Guns, Key-guns, Key-guns, and Bawds the Gunners— 
who are your Sentinels in Peace, and ſtand 
charg'd to give warning; with hems, hums, and pocky 
coughs ; only your Chambers are licenſt to play upon 
you, and Drabs enow to give Fire to em. 

Stir. Well, I cannot tell, but I am ſure it goes 
wrong with me, for ſince the Ceſſure of the Wars, I 
have ſpent above a hundred Crowns out of Purſe : 1 
have been a Soldier any time this forty Years, and now 
J perceive an old Soldier, and an old Courtier have 
both one Deſtiny ; and in the end turn both into Hob- | 


_ Pye. Pretty Myſtery for a Beggar, for indeed a Hob- 
nail is the true Emblem of a Beggar's Shoe-ſol. 
Kir. 1 will not ſay but that War is a Blood · ſueker, 
and ſo; but in my Conſcience, (as there is no Soldier 
but bas a piece of one, tho it be full of holes, like 
a ſhot Ancient, no matter, twill ſerve to ſwear by) 
in my. Conſcience, I think ſome kind of Peace has 
amore hidden Oppreſſions, and violent heady Sins, 
(tho looking of a gentle Nature) than a profeſt 
Pye. Troth, and for mine own part, I am a 
Gentleman, and a Scholar, I have been matriculated 
in the Univerſity, wore out fix Gowns. there, ſeen 
Nome Fools, and ſome Scholars, ſome of the City, and 
ſome of the Country, kept Order, went bare-headed 
over the Quadrangle, eat my Commons with a good 
- «Stomach, and battled with Diſcretion ; at laſt, having 
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done many flights and tricks to maintain my 2 
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Cheeſe out, of Jeſus College, 
e Ist poll ; 
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uſe (as my: Brain would neyer endure me to be Idle) 
1 was expell'd the Univerſity, only for ſtealing A 


there was one Welſhman (God forgive him) 


"Pye, O! 

res it hard, and never left, till 1 turn'd my Staff 
toward London, where when 1 came, all my Friends 
were pit-ho'd, gone to Graves, (as indeed there was 
'but a few left. before) then was I turn'd to my Wits, 
to ſhift in the World, to towre among Sons and Heirs, 
and Fools, and Gulls, and Ladies. eldeſt Sons, to work 


upon nothing, to feed out of Flint, and ever ſince has 


my Belly been much beholden to my Brain. But now 


to return to you, old Skirmiſh, I ſay as you ſay, and 
for my part wiſh a Turbulency in the World, for E 
have nothing in the World, but my Wits, and I think 
they are as mad as they will be: and to ſtrengihen 


your Argument the more, I ſay an honeſt War is bet- 


ter than a, bawdy Peace. As 2 Drofeſſion; 
the multiplicity of Scholars, hatcht nouriſht in the 
idle Calms of Peace, makes em like Filhes, one de- 
Your another; and the Community of Learning has ſo» 
plaid upon Affections, that thereby almoſt Religion is 
come about to Phantafy, and diſcredited by being too 
much ſpoken of. in ſo many and mean Mouths.. L 
my lei being a Scholar and a. Graduate, have no o- 
ther comfort by my Learning, but the Affection of my 
words, to know. how Scholar-like to name what E 
want, and can call my ſelf a Beggar both in Greek and 
Latin, and therefore not to cog with Peace, 1'Il not be- 
afraid to ſay, ?tis a great Breeder, but a bad Nouriſher :. 
a great Getter of Children, which muſt either he Thieves: 
or rich Men, Knayes or Beggars. | 

Stir. Well, would I had been born a-Knave then, 
when I wasborn a Beggar; for if the truth was known 
Ithink, I was begat when, my Father had never a Penny 

ES. EL. i coats ; te 
Pye. Puh, faint not, old Skirmiſh, let this warrant: ' 
thee, Fatilis Deſcenſus Averni, "tis an eaſy Jon 

a Knaye, thou may'ſt be a Knaye whenghou wilt; aud 

| 8 SY Peace: 
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peace is a — Madam to all other Profeſſions, and; an 
artant Drab to us, let us handle her accordingly, and 


by our Wits thrive in deſpight of her; for the Lay 


lives by Quarrels, the Courtier by ſmooth Good-mor- 
rows, MS every Profeſſion makes it ſelf greater by 
Imperfections, why not we then by Shifts, Wiles, an, and 
Forgeries * And ſeeing our Brains are the only Patri. 
"monies, let's fpend with Judgment, not like a deſperate 
Bon and Heir, but like a fober and diſereet Templer 
one that will never march beyond the Bounds of his 
Allowance, and for our thriving means, thus, 1 my 
ſelf will put on the Deceit of a Fortune teller, a For- 
tune- teller. | 


. e a Ra or a Conjurer. 

Sir. A Conjurer? 

. Let me alone, III inſtruct you, and teach you 
to deceive Eyes but the Devil's, 

Ar. O by, for I would not deceive. bins, and ] 
could chuſe, of all others. 

*" Pye. Fear not, I warrant you,” and ſo by thele 
means we ſhall help one another to Patients, as the 
Condition of the Age affbtds Creatures enow for cut- 
ning to work upon. 

a . O wondtous, new Fools and freſh Aſſes, | 

. O, fit, fit, excellent. 

N © 1 
* Memory greets tne happily with an admi- 
% 25 to 8 upon. The . who 
. of late I ſaw ie in her Garden, for the Death of 
her Hasband, ſure ſhe's but a watriſb Soul, and half 
- on't by this time is dropt out of her Eyes : Device 

well 13 may do good upon her: it * wi 
may firſt raQtice ſhall be there. 

Skir. You have my Voice, George. 

Pyr. Sh'as a pre) Gull to her Roder a Fool to her 
only Son, and an Ape to her youngeſt Daughter ; — 
1 oyer-heard em ſeverally, and from their words III 
drive my device; and thoy, old Peter Stirmiſp, ſhalt 
be wy ſecond in all lights, | " 


— 9 


„ 
— 


Widow of Watling-ftreet. 275 
'$hir, Ne'er doubt me, George Pye-Boord. only 
you muſt teach me to conjure. 


Enter Captain Idle pinion'd, and with a Guard of Officers 
| Paſſeth over the Stage. 


Puh, I'll perfect thee, Peter? 
Be Berry what's he ? 495 
Kir. O George! this kills 
Tu my ſworn — Captain al. 


Go 
Apprehended for ſome felonious dee 
he has ſtarted out, has made a Nig ht on't, lack 
7 I cannot but commend his Teſolmion, he 
wn his gene I would either ſome 
or might pitch our Tents at U- 
the Slaves as they peep out at the 


'T us were * 
farers Doors, wy 
Wicket. | 
* Indeed, thoſe are our antient "PR they 
eep our Mon gee Hands, and make us to be 
10 for robb em; but come lets follow after 
Priſon, and wil the nature of his Offence, and 
e. can ſtead him in, he ſhall be ſure of; and I'lB 
uphold it fill, that a charitable Knave is better than 
a ang Aru | ; Luut. | 


Euter at one Door cena Oath, and at the E three 
of the Widow Puritan's Serving. Men, Nicholas St. 
Antlings, Simon St. Mary Overies, and Frailty, in 
black ſcurvey Mourning Coats, and Books at their 
Girdles, as coming from Church. They meet. 


Nich. What, Corporal Oath ? 1 am forry we have 
met with you next our Hearts; you are the Man that 
we are forbidden to keep company wi withal,' we” muſt 
— ſwear I can tell you, and you have the Name __ 
wearing, 

Sim. Ay „Corporal Oath, I would you would ds 0 
much as forſake us, we cannot abide you, we mult no 


be {cen in your Company. 
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. Frail. There is none of us, 1 can tell but ſha 
be bg whipt for Swearing, . * 2 
| Corp. Why how now ? we three? Puente Scrape. 
| | {hoes, Fleſh a Good-Fridays; a Hand. A 
Al. Oh. EN 
Corp, Why Nicholas St. Antli ps, Simon St. e. Mary 
Overies, has the De'il poſſeſt you that you ſwear no 
better, you Half-Chriſten'd Katomitet, you Un- godmo- 
ther d Varlets, does the firſt 8 you to be 
Proud, and the ſecond to be Coxco roud Cox. 
'combs, not once to do Duty to a Man of Mar 
. Frail, A Man of Mark, quotha, I do not think be 
can ſhew a Beggar's Noble. | 
Cos. A Corporal, a Commander, one of spirit, that 
is able. to blow Jon up all dry with your Books at your 
Girdles, 
Sim. Ve ate not taught to believe that, Sir, for we 
know the Breath of Man is weak, 
[Corporal breathes on Frailey, 
> Sw Foh, you lie, Nicholas; for here's one ſtrong 
enough ; blow us up, quotha, he may well blow me 
above twelve-ſcore o on him: I warrant, if the Wind 
Rood right, a Man might ſmell him from the top of 
Newgate,. to the Leads of Ludgate. 
Corp. Sirrab, thou hollow Book of Wax-candle. 
Nich. AY, you may ſay what you will, ſo you ſwear 


not. 
Corp. I fear by n 
Nich. Hold, hold, good Corporal 0, Oath ; but if you 
ſwear once, we mall fall down i in a Swoon preſently. 
Corp. I muſt will ſwear : you quivering Con- 
combs, my Captain ifimpriſon'd, and by Yulcan's Lea. 
ther Codpiece polnt—— _. 
. Nich, O Amon, what an Oath was there? | 
Frail. If he ſhould chance to break it, the poor Man's 
* would fall down about his Heels, ſor Venus al- 
ow but one Point to his Hoſe. 

Corp. With theſe, my Bully-Fleet, 1 will emp ope 
the Priſon Doors, and brain the Keeper with the Begging 
\Box, but Ii ſer my honeſt ſweet Captain Idle at 3 

6 9 Nic 
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but we muſt: not 8 we did ſo. 
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Nich. How, Captain dle? my old Aut a Son, my 
dear Kinſman in Cappadoc hs. 

Corp. Ay, thou Church- peeling, thou ne ein, Nr 
ligious out- ſide thou; if thou hadſt any grace in thee, 
thou wouldſt viſit him, relie ve him, ſwear to get him out. 

Nich. Aſſure you, Corporal, indeed-la, tis the firſt time 
I heard on't. A 8 

Com. Why do't now chen, Marmaſet; orth thy 
yearly Wages let not a Commander — 4 

Sim. But if be be dne of the wicked, he ſhall perith.. 

Nich. Well, Corporal, I'll eien along with you, to 
viſit my Kinſman, if I can do him any good, 1 Pliers 
but Lee for him: Simon St. Mary Overies and 
Frailty, pray make a Lie for me to the Knight, wy 
Maſter, old Sir Godfrey. 

Corp. A Lie? may you lie then? A 

Frail. O ay, we may lie, but we muſt not ſwears 

Sm, True, we may lie with our. Neighbour's Ws 


„O an excellent Tag of Religion. 

Nich. O, Simon, 1 have thought upon a ſound Exe 

cuſe, it will go currant; ſay that I am gone to a Faſt. 

Sim. To a Faſt ? very ood. 
. Ay, to a Faſt, ſay, with Maſter Full- belly he 

iniſter. 

Am. Maſter Full-belly ? an honeſt Man: He feeds the 

Flock well, for he's an excellent Feeder, 

| [Exeunt Corporal and Nicholas. 

Frail, Ol, I have-ſeen him eat a whole Pig, and af- 

terward fall to the Pettitoes. ¶Excunt Simon and Frailty, 


The Marſhalſea Priſon. Enter Captain Idle at one Door; 
and an old Soldier at the other. | 


Pye. Pray turn the Key. [Speaking within, 

Skir. Turn the Key, I pray. 

Capt. Who ſhould thoſe-be ? I almoſt know their Voices: 
O my Friends! [Entring. 
Vou're welcome to a ſmelling Room here; you new y 
took leave of the Air, is't not a ſtrange Savoùr? 


P Jes. 
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pee. As all Priſons have ſmells of fi Wretches 

Who tho departed, Parts? way Scents behind "em. 

By Gold, "Captain, I am fincerely ſorry for the. 

* Capt, - be fyahine 1 1 thank thee z bur, pil 

m 

Sir. ; what de you lie in for? hx great! 
what' s your Offence? 

- Faith” my Offence is ordinary common, a 

— okay and I fear me my Penalty will be ordinary and 
common a Halter, 


. 


| 2 Whether Pre or die, thou'rt an honeſt TE 
II tellyou-Silver flow'd not with me, as it had done, 
for now the Tide runs to Bawds and Flatterers, I had a 
ſtart out, and by chance fet upon a fat Newite, "rhinking 
his Parſe had been as purſy as his 3 and the Slave 
had about him but the poor purchaſe ten Groats: Not- 
© withſtanding being deſcried, purfued, and taken, I know 


£3 


- the Law is ſo grim, in reſpect of many deſperate, un- 


ſertled Soldiers, that 1 fear me' 1 ſhall #ance after thei 
1 1 
Sir. I am twice ſorry for you, ( ; firſt, that 
: Purchaſe was fo ſmall, and now "our Diu 
1 ſo 


is. Tum, the worſt is but Death=—ha' you a 
Pipe of Tobacco about you ? ' 
„Ar. I think I have chereabouts 8 me. 
| [Captain blots 4 Pipe. 
"Cape. Here's a clean Gentleman too, to receive. 
Pye. Well, I muſt caſt about ſome happy flight : 
Work, Brain, that eyer didſt thy Maſter right. 
1 * e, Lly on. 
Carp. Keeper, let the be turn' d. 
N e Ay, ay, pray, Maker Keeper, give's a caſt of 
our | 
! EIS. How f how ? more viſitant nt, Sees 
Oat 
* Stir. N 


. op. 
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| Corp.) Th enth. honeſt Captain! this mult not be. 
. How do you, Captain Kinſman? 

Good Coxcomb,' what makes that pure 

Kacke Fool here? er 

Nich. You fee, Knſfrian, am — bold to 
call in, and fee how you do: I heard you were fafe e- 
nough, and I was very glad on't, that it was no 
FWorſe. 

© Capt. This is a double torture now, — Foal 
by ch Book doth vex me more than my Imptiſonment. 
hat Nn you, F l to dab "he * Py 
ho, .he relieve” thee, a 7 
Ge, An make him dot. . 
Capt. FYs what vain Breath you ſpend: _ 
He ſupply * Il ſooner expect Mercy from an firs 
denk 96 Bond's forfeited, ſooner” Kindneſs from 
Lawyer When my Money's fpent 3 nay, ſooner Charit 
from. the Devil, than Good from a Puritan. III 
for Relief from him when Lucifer is reftor'd to his Blood, 
and in Heav'n a 

Nich. I Warrant my Kinſman's talking of me, for 
my left Ear burns moſt tyrannically. 

Pye. Captain dle, what's he there? he looks like a 
1 * upward, and a Crane downward. 

. Pſhawy a fooliſh Couſin of mine. 1 muſt hank 

God fo or =_ * . 


Why, the better subject to work a Rape upon; 
thou ſhal e'en change Clothes with him, and leave bim 
here, and — 

Capt, Puſh, 1 publiſh'd him &en how to my y Corps: 
ral, he will be damn'd ere he do the ſo much 
why, 1 know a more proper, a more handſome Wr 
than that, if the Slave would de ſociable, — toy 

Goodman Fleerface ?. | 
Nich. O, my Couſin begins to ſpeak to we bow, 
mall be acquainted with him again, I hope. 

' Skir. Look! what ridiculous Raptures take hold of 
his Wrinkles. _ 
Pye. Then what fay * to this Device, a happy one 
Captain? 


2 "P k low, 
| 1. Sock in Malc-lo 


Nich. if it lay in wer, they = 
70 „ J my, 5e as 7 yy, — 
ear =! 
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Gape..' Twould do me an exceedi 
aa on't, the Fool * be N ete 
2 Por, I'll thump im to't. | 
lun Pian * do, but try, che Fopſter, aud eb to 


ſo my Diſgrace will dwell in his Ja 
os oa H mx 1 our Purpoſe to his in hs ns, 


Wal wer bt fre on, am ure he ll em 
to do't. 

-.. Nich..1 would be heartily glad, Couſin, if any of 
Friendlbips, as ey. fay,. — —ſtand, ha n 


Pye. Why, you. ſee 2 5 his Friendſhip fooliſhly 
| 10 you already. 
e that's the Hell on't, 1 would he would of- 


fer; it wiſely. N 
Wish. Verily, and indeed la, rn 
Cut. 1 cy took note of thy Fleers a good while, if 
thou art minded to do me good, as thou gap'ſt upon, me 
comfortably, and giy ſt me charitable Faces; which in- 
| Sod. is but a 1 hanD in you all that are Puritans, ya 
n at Night tea ei 8 
E ee ee ve 
orporal, he ſtarts alre 8 
Hb Weed it 10 be worth three hundred Crowns, 
and with, the balf of that, I can buy my Life at a'Bro- 
ker's; at ſecond hand, which now lies in pawn to the 
Law; if this thou refuſe io do, being eaſy and, nothing 
erous, in that thou art keld in good Opinion of thy 
er, why 'tis ble een, ou. hold'ſt m 
Price, and theſe thy broken and unjointed 
E 2 N = e ia ih Lip, now born, and 
now buried, fo u Breath only; What, woult do't 
Ball 1 look 10 Mappinels in thy Anſwer? 
Nich. Steal my We Chain, quoth he ng, it ſhall 
ne 'e 


11 


5 3 


22 oo: Rats have. wider 


a—__ A / [ BB” mk... coca. 
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ne'er be ſaid, that Nicholas St. Antlings committed Bird- 
lime ! "i , bY fl | 
Capt. Nay, I told you as much, did I not? tho he 
be a Puritan, yet he I be a true Man. "233% , 

Nich, = Couſin, you know *tis written, Thou 
ſhale not ſteal, © A Sr Lyne yt 

Capt. Why, and Fool, thou ſhalt love thy Neighbour, 
and help him in Extremities. 

Nich. Maſs, I think it be indeed; in what Chapter's 
that, Couſin ? —_ 
Capt. Why in the firſt of Charity, the ſecond Verſe. 
Nich. The firſt of Charity, quoth a, that's a good Jeſt, 
there's no ſuch Chapter in my Book ! > 

Capt. No, I know twas torn out of thy Book, and 
that makes it ſo little in thy Heart. ö 

Pye. Come, let me tell you, you're too unkind a 
Kinſman i*faith ; the Captain loving you ſo dearly; ay, 
2 mig gra of his Eye, and you to be ſo uncom- 
ortable, fy, fy. 

Nich. Pray do not wiſh me to be hang'd, any thing 


_ elſe that I can do; had it been to rob; I would ha 


don't, but I muſt not ſteal ; that's the word, the literal, 
* and would you wiſh me to ſteal 

en | 

Pye. No Faith, that were too much, to (| truth 
why wilt thou nim it from him . 

Nich. That I will. | AS ret 
Pye. Why enough, Bully; he will be content wi 
that or he Can hat none; let me alone with him now. 
Captain, I ha' dealt with your Kinſman in a Corner 
a good ———- kind-natur'd Fellow, methinks : Go to, 
you ſhall not have all your own asking, you ſhall. bate 
ſomewhat on't ; he is not contented abſolutely, as ou 


would ſay, to ſteal the Chain from him, but to do you 


a pleaſure, he will nim it from him. 
Nich. Ay, that I will, Couſin. E. 
Capt. Well, ſeeing he will do no more, as far as I 

ſee, I muſt be contented with that. ed ten 


Corp. Here's no notable Guller )? | 


ry. 


* F 
* , _ 
- 
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Pye. Nay, Ill come nearer to you, Gentlemen, be. 
"cauſa we'll have only but a Help and a Mirth or't, the 
——ü—ä. — ER IPEY but be only hid 
out of the way ſome one or two 
VNichh. phat wenld degood indeed, Kinſman. 
For I haye a farther reach, to profit! us better, 
by ch  aniffing on'e only, than if we had it outright * 
my Diſcourſe ſhall make it known to you's —— when 
thou haſt the Chain, do but convey it out at a Back-door 
into the Garden, and there hang it cloſe in the Roſemary 
Bank, but for a ſmall Seaſon ;; and by that harmleſs De- 
vice, I kno how to wind Idle out of Priſon, 
3 be ear 1/5 his Pardon, and releaſe 
4 a Maſter with his 43 Ry and 
- wondrous thanks Lon oo hands. 
ei. That were rare indeed la 
Pray let me know how. | | 
Pye. Nay, tis very neceſſary thou ſhould'ſt know, 
becauſe thou muſt be employ'd as an Accor. 


Nich. An Actor? O no, that's a Player; a aud our Par- 


ſon; rails againſt Players mightily, I can tell you, becauſe 
— brought him 3 upo't 'Stage r l 


Corp. Maſs, {Hs 1 xnace blame him then, 
Poor Church Spout. 

Pye. Why as an Intermedler then ? 

Nich. Ay, that, that. 

Pye. Give me Audience then; when- che old Knight 
thy Maſter has rag'd his fill for the loſs of the Chain, tell 
him thou haſt à Kinſman in Priſon, of ſuch 
Art, that the Devil himſelf is French Lackey to him, and 
runs bare headed by his Horſe——Belly, when be has 
one; whom he will cauſe, with moſt , to 


| Ferch his Chain, tho "were hid under a Mine of Ses- 


coal, and neer make Spade or Pick-Axe his Inſtru- 

ments; tell him but this, with farther Iuſtructions thou 

1 and thou . — E. 

man wean 14 F 
Corp. A ainty „. J en 04 L379 5H a5 

4 Ar. An honeſt———Book-keeper. w_ 


r wry 


E 7 


Gas 7B 


. 


S @ © 


r 3.0 © tf & 


He begins to be an honeſt Fellow, faith, 


kindneſs, always mg my ſelf 
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And my three times thrice honey Couſin. _ 
1 Nay, grace of God I'll rob him on't ſuddenly, 
24 Roſemary Bank, but I bear that Mind, 
Ar * . nat ſteal nne nen, — 
own Father, NT. 


nen Captain. 
Pye. Why, well ſaid, » 


= + — A 


Corp. N 2 1 | 
Nich, You Coulin, 1 am ru ty 0 you any 9 


Exit Nicholas. 
Capt. Why I 2 thee, fare-thee-wel}, I ſhall re- 


. vin be good for thee, Captain, that chou halt. 
ſuch N egious Aſs to thy Couſin. 
Capt. Ay, is not that a fine Fool, Corporal? 
But, George, thou talk'ſt of Art and uu Ne 
How ſhall that be? 
© Pye. Puh, be't not in your care, 
Leave that to me and my Directions | 
Well, Captain, doubt not thy Delivery now, ai 
F'en with the vantage, Man, to gain by Priſon. 
As my Thoughts prompt me: Hold old on Brain and Plot, 
I aim at many cunning far Events, 
All which I doubt not to hit at length ; 
I'l tothe Widow with a quaint Ault: err. 
Captain, be merry. Eat 
Capt. Whol? Kerry merry Buffe- Jerkin, 
Pye. Oh, I am happy apy in more lights, and one will 


8 _ * 


knit ſtrong in another Corporal Oath. 

Corp. 1. Bully ! 

Pye. And thou, old Peter Skirmiſh, I haye a neceſ- 
fary task for you both. 


: Shar, Lay't upon, George Pye-boord. 4 
Corp. What cer ie be, we'll manage 4 | 
Pye. I would have you two maintain a'Quarre! * 
the Lady Widous Door, and draw er un 
of the Eyening : de a luke, —_—_ 1 4 * 
92 Corp. Fuh! ö oel. 0; ito | bat 001 


En 
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Priſon, for I 


\ 


he Puritan: * The 


Le 6 low 1 make ur Makes ring we. | 
— — fois 09 — PROS an, 
e.' I know you-ca 8. 98-51. R 
* of that alle Fire 1 den net Yar an 
' range belief—— and, Captain, to countenance my De. 
vice the better, and orace my Words to'the Willow, 1 
have a good plain Sattin Suit, that I had of a young 
| Reveller t'other Night, for words paſs not regarded 
now-adays, unleſs they come — a * ood Suit of 
Clothes, which the Fates and Fr d beſtowed 
upon me. Well, I did not highly love 
thee, I would ne er ſeen — twelve ſcore of 2 
at this inſtant, 1 walk in great dar. 
ger of ſmall Debts. 1owe Money to ſeyera} Hoſteſſes, 
1 n be Mt 
a 
Capt. True, George 
Pye. — Captain. Come Corporal 2nd 
Ancient, they Belt hone more News next time we greet 


wy « 
4 


thee. 
Corp. More ve 47 by you Bear at Bridge-Foot 
Ern. 


in Heav'n ſhalt thou. 
Caps. Enough ; ny Friends; farewel, 


o— =. ty % 2 = oy 2 © 


bel 


* . a 
2 J 
® - * 
=” : 
* 
— * 1 1 
29 1 «+ - * 
* — A 


to lie with a Man; and I, to ſpight 


This Prifon ſhews as if Ghoſts did pan in Hell. 


; | 


Nut th 24 


Enter Moll, youngeft Ty to the Widow, XI 


OT marry ? foreſwear Marriage? why all 
Women know tis as honourable a thing 2s 

Siſter's vow the 
more, have -entertain'd a Suitec — a fine ga llant | 
> Knight of the. laſt Feather, he ſays 2 vin Coach me 0; 


and well allow me to Dice 
* well appoint me, Money 
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withal, and many ſuch pleaſing. Proteſtations he ſticks 

upon my Lips: Indeed his thort-winded Father i'th 

Country d wondrous wealthy, a moſt abominable Far- 
mer, and therefore he may dote in time; troth Il ven- 

*. ue upon him; Women are not without ways enough 
13. Velp themſelves : If he prove wiſe and good as his 
„werd, why 1 ſhall love him, and uſe bim kindly ; and 


in 11 Relief again - 
1 0326 2 | f 5 Tus Frailey. | 3 


Moll. How now ? What's the News? 
Frail. The Knight your Suiter, Sir John Penny: D. | 
Mall. Sir John Penny-Dub s where? where ? 
Frail, He's walking in the Gallery 
Moll, Has my Mal 

Frail, O no, — pitting in the Kitchin. 
| Moll. Direct him hither fofüy, good Frailty, 
5 1 hitn balf way. 1 6 

i Frail. That's juſt like running a Tilt; but 1 

hell break nothing this time. * 


Enter Sir John Penny - Dub. 


Moll. Tis Happineſs my Mother ſaw him not. 
O welcome, good Sir John. 

Dub. I thank yon ſaichNay you muſt ſtand me 
till I kiſs you: "Tis the Faſhion every where i' faith, and 
1 came from Court e now. 

Moll. Nay, the Fates forefend that 1 ſhou'd anger 
the Falhion, 

Dub. Then not forgetting the ſweet of new Cerems- 
nies, T firſt fall back, then recovering my ſelf, 

y Honour to your Lips thus; and then accolt i N | 
Moll, Truſt me, very pretty and moving you're 
vorthy on't, Sir. 

0 my Mother, my Mother, now ſhe' $ here, 


Kiſſing. 


ES 


's Wifhe proye an Aſs, why in a quarter of an Hour's warn- 
ing I can transform him into an Ox ; —— there comes 


oe en eee . 


er ſeen him RY 3? y 


NY 


_ - wealthy Farmer's Son, 


2 How now, Simon? Wis wy e e | 0 
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ee. eee ee, 


We'll deal into the Gallery. 
Der God. Nay, Siſter, let Reaſeh rule — 12 
play the Tool ſtand not in you, own Light, you hays 
wealthy Offers, large Tendrings, do not withſtand jou 
good Fortune: who comes a wooing to you I pray? 
no ſmall Fool, a rich Knight o'th*City, Sir Oliver Mul. | 
Hill, no ſmall Fool, 1 can tell you; and furthermor,, 
as I heard late by your Maid-fervants, as your Maid.ſer. 
vants will fay to me any thing, 1 thank em, both you 

Daughters are not without Suiters, ay, and worthy Ones 
too; one a brisk Courtfer, Sir Andreu Ti aff, Suiter 
afar off to your. eldeſt Daughter, and the third a hug: 

ne young Country Knight, 

they call him Sir John Penny. Dub, L 
be may have it coin'd when he lacks ney 5, a 
{ings are theſe, —_— 240 on © | 

Wid. Tempt me not, Satan, * 

Sir Cod. Stan? do 1 look like Sa! 1075 
Devil's not ſo old as I, I row. _ 
u. You wound my Senſes, Brother, when you 

name 

A Suiter to me — oh I cannot abide i it, 

1 take in Poiſon-when 1 hear one nam'd, 


: . 44 +; Fr} 


n a | den 
"Enter Simon, 3 | d 


Sim: Verfly, Madam, he is at yain Exexeiſe, dripping Wl 1 
in the Tennis- Court. | 
nnn Ar Tennis Court? oh, now his Father's gone, x 
1 ſhall have no rule 85 70 him; oh wicked Edmund 17 
m well compare this with the Pro obe the Chro- 
2 tho far i neh as Harry of le won all - 
and Barry. of Windſor loſt . ſo Edmund of Briſon, 
that was the Father, got all, and Edmund of LondnMl \ 
. that's * Son now, will ſpend all. 


Si 


2 
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Sir Gad. Peace, Siſter, well have him reform'd, 
there's hope on him yet, NOI ach #56. 


Enter Frailty. 


8 Forſooth, Madam; 3 Ar- 
den at Door would very gladly * Lady 
ſhi 
"Bid. Archers * 

Sir God. Your — Fletcher P warrant. 

Wid. Oh, 7 
Let them come near, they bring r of his 
Troth 1 ſhould ha' forgot — How now 
Villain, which be thoſe Ache 


Enter the Suiters, Sir Andrew Ti oftaff, Sir Oliver Muck- 
dill, and Penny-Dub. | 


Frail. Why, do not you ſee em before you? are not 
theſe Archers, what — err Shooters 
and Archers are all one, I hope. 

Mid. Out, ignorant Slave. 

Muck. Nay, pray be patient Lady, 

We come in way of honourable Love. 

Tipſt. Dub. We do. 

A To you. | 

Tipft. Dub. And to your Daughters. 

Wid. O why will you offer me this, Gentlemen ? in 
deed 1 will not look upon you; when the 'Tears are 
ſcarce out of mine Eyes, not yet waſh'd off from my 
Cheeks, and my dear Hacband's Body ſcarce ſo cold as 
the Coffin, what reaſon have you to offer it? I am not 
like ſome of your Widows that will bury one in the 
Evening, and be ſure to another ere Morning; pray a- 
Way, pray take your Anſwers, good Knights, and you 
be ſweet Knights, I have vow'd never to mary 
and ſo have my Daughters too 
Dub. Ay, to OI have, but the thicd's a good 
Wench ! | FA 

Muck, 


| 
nl | 
1 

| 
dl! 
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2 you the very ſame Anſwer Verbatim, ty 


| futed, n Wee hes a · bed with her. 


for you, leave all with me. 


* 
a * > 


. Mack. Lady, a ſhrewd Anſwer z the- beſt is tis 
but the firſt, and he's a blunt — leave for 
one Anſwer. 

Tipft. Where be your Danghaars; Lady, I hope they'l 
give us better Encouragement ? 

wia. Indeed they'll anſwer you ſo, take't a my word, 


2 2 


"Dub Mum : r Wench ſtill, I know what 
11 do. 
Muck. Well ; Lady, for this time we'll take our leave Fi 
hopi for better comfort. N 

Wid, O never, niever; and I ure theſe thouſand Venn; 
and you be good Knights, do not hope; will be al 
vain, vain, look you put off all Avg Suits, and 
you come to me a 
Frail. Put off their Suits, quotha ? ay, that's the | 
beſt wooing of a Widow indeed, when a Man's non- 


- Going ont Muckhil and Sir Godfrey, 

: Muck, Sir Godfrey, here's twenty Angels more, work 
hard for me; there's life in't yet. [Exit Muckhil. 
Sir God. Fear not, Sir Oliver Muckhil, I'll ſtick cloſe 


Enter George Pye- boord the Scholar. 
Pye. By your leave, Lady Widow. 
Mid. What another Suiter now? 


© Pye." A Suiter, no; I proteſt, Lady, if you'd give me 
your” ſelf, 1'd not be troubled with you. 
Wid. Say you 1 Sir, then you're the better wel- 
come, Sir, 
Pye. Nay, Heav'n bleſs me from a Widow, unleſs 1 
were ſure to bury her ſpeedily! _ 
Wi. Good bluntneſs; well, your Buſineſs, Sir? 
Pye, Very needful, if we were in private once. 
Wi. Needful? Brother, p pray: leave us; and you, Sir. 
Trail. I * laugh now, if this blunt Fellow ſhould 


put 


2 ˙ 


* * 
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put em all beſide the /Stirrop, and vault into the Saddle 
himſelf, I have ſeen as mad a Trick. [Exit Frailty. 


| Enter Daughters. 
mid, Now, Sir? — here's none but we 
Daughters forbear. 


Pye, O no, pray let em ſtay, for what I have to 
ſpeak 1 equally to 8 25 —_ * 
wid. Then you may ſtay. ER 
Pye, 1 pray eſtow on me a ſerious Ear, 
For what I ſpeak is full of weight and fear. 
Wid. Fear?! | | | 
Pye, Ay, if 't paſs unregarded, and uneffected, 
Fiſe Peace and Joy; III pray Attention. 
Widow, I have been a meer Stranger for theſe Parts that 
you live in, nor did I ever know the Husband of you, 
and Father of them, but I truly know by certain ſpiritual 


Intelligence, that he is in Purgatory. 2 
Wid. Purgatoty? tuh; that word deſerves to be ſpit. 
upon; I wonder that a Man of ſober Tongue, as you, 
** to be, ſhould have the Folly to believe there's ſuch. 
a place. | 
Pye, Well, Lady, in cold Blood I ſpeak it, I aſſure 
you that there is a Purgatory, in which place I know 
your Husband to reſide, and wherein he is like to remain, 
till the Diſſolution of the World, till the laſt: general 
Bonfire; when all the Earth ſhall melt into nothing, and 
the Seas ſcald their finny Labourers; ſo long is his abi- 
dance, unleſs you alter the property of your Purpoſe, 
together with each of your er theirs, that is, the 
purpoſe of ſingle Life in your ſelf and your eldeſt Daugh- 
ter, and the ſpeedy determination of Marriage in your 
youngeſt,” | 
Moll. How knows he that? what, has ſome Devil 
n 
Wid. Strange he ſhould know our Thoughts: — 
Why, but Daughter, have you purpos'd ſpeedy Marriage? 
Pye, You ſee ſhe tells you ay, ſhe ſays nothing. 
Nay, give me credit as you pleaſe, I am a Stranger to 
Jou, and yet you ſee I know your Determinations, 
Vor. IX. N whick 


200 E or, „e 


which muſt come to me rend and by a' fü. 
pernatural latelligence., , ren 
Wid. This puts Amazement on me, 
Fran. Know our Secrets? 
| Mall. I'd thought to ſteal a "Marriage would his 
Tongue 
Had dropt out when he blab'd it. 


| 


id. But, Sir, my Husband was too honeſt a dealing 


Man, to be now in any Purgatories —— _ 

Pye. O do not load your Conſcience with untruths, | 
is but meer folly. now to gild”* em oer; 
That has paſt but for Copper; Praiſes here, 
Cannot unbend him there: confeſs but truth, 

I know he got his Wealth with a hard gripe : 
Oh hardly. ly - 


Wia. This is the moſt ſtrange of all, how know: he. 


that? 


Pye. He would · eat Fools and i ignorant Heirs clean up; 


And had his Drink from many a poor Man's Brow, 
Even as their Labour brew d it. 

would ſcrape Riches to him moſt unjuſtly ; ö 
The very Dirt between his Nails was ill got, 
And not his OWN—oh 


I groan to ſpeak on't, the Thought makes me ſhud- ; 


der —ſ '. — 

Shudder 1 77 

wid. It quakes me too, now I think on — 
am much griev'd, that you a W ſhould ſo deeply 
wrong my dead Husband ! 
* Pye. Oh! | 

mid. A Man that would 197 Church ſo July; riſe 
early before his Servants, and e'en for religious haſte, 
go ungarter'd, unbutton'd, nay Sir Reyerence untruſf, 

W 9 | | COD 


Wid. Dine quickly upon High-days, and when J bal 
great Gueſts, would een ſhame me, and riſe from the 
Table, to get a good Seat at an Afternoon Sermon! 
Pye. There's the Devil, there's the Devil; true, he 


thought it i enough, if he had Kia a a May, fo al 
e 


” = 
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been done in a Pue, or undone his Neighbour, ſo'r'ad 
been near enough to the Preacher. Oh— a Sermon's 
a fine ſhort Cloak of an Hour long, and will hide the 
upper part of a Diſſembler. Church, ay, he ſeem d 
all Church, and his Conſcience was as hard as the Pul- 

"+ 6 
, id. I can no more endure this. 
© Pye. Nor. I, Widow, endure to flatter, 
Mid. Is this all your Buſineſs with me? 
. Pye. No, Lady, tis but the induction to't, 
You may believe my ſtrains, I ſtrike all true. > 
And if your Conſcience would leap up to your Tongue, 
your ſelf would affirm it, and that you ſhall perceive I 
know of things to come, as well as I do of what is 
p_ a Brother of your Husband's ſhall ſhortly have 
a loſs. 
Wid. A loſs? marry Heaven forefend, Sir Godfrey, 
my Brother ! | 
Pye, Nay, keep in your wonders, till I have told you 
the Fortunes of you all ; which are more fearful, if not 
bappily prevented for your part and your 2 
ters, if there be not once this Day ſome Bloodſhed be- 
fore your Door, whereof the human Creature dies, of 
you two the eldeſt ſhall run mad. : 
Mid. and Fran. Oh! 
Moll. That's not I yet. | e 
Pye, And with moſt impudent Proſtitution, ſhow your 
naked Bodies to the View of all Beholders. | 
Wid. Our naked Bodies? fie for ſhame. 
Pye, Attend me, 
And your younger Daughter be ſtrucken dumb. 
Moll. Dumb? out, alas; 'tis the worſt pain of all 
for a Woman, I'd rather be mad; or run naked, or any 
thing: Dumb ? | 
Pye, Give ear: Ere the Evening fall upon Hill, Bog, 
and Meadow, this my Speech ſhall have paſt Probation, 
and then ſhall I be%eliev'd accordingly. 
id. If this be true, we are all ſham'd, all undone, 
Moll, Dumb ? III ſpeak as much as 1 can poſſible 
before Eyening. 6 


N 2 = - "_ 
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tory, and the puniſhments that ſhall follow you in this 


Px. But if it ſo come to-paſs (as for your fair ſake, 
I wiſh it may) that this Peg 2 . — 
tunes be prevented by that Accident of Death and Blood. 
ſhedding, which 1 before told of; take heed upon 
your Lives, that two of you which have vow'd never to 
_— ſeek out Husbands with all preſent ſpeed, and 
you the third, that have ſuch a deſire to out-ſtrip Chaſtity 
look you meddle not with a Husband. 
Moll. A double Torment. | 

Pye. The breach of this keeps your Father in Pura. 


World, would with borror kill the Ear ſhould hear em 


related. 3 f 
|; y I vow'd neyer to marry. 

Fran. And fo did I. * 

Moll. And 1 vow'd never to be ſuch an Aſs, but to 

ry. What a croſs Fortune's this? 

Pye. Ladies, tho I be a Fortune - teller, 1 cannot bet. 
ter Fortunes, you have em from me as they are re. 
veal'd to me: I would they were to your Tempers, and 

Fellows with your Bloods; that's all the bitterneſs 1 
would you. 

Wid, O! ''*tis a juſt Vengeance, for my Husband' 
hard Purchaſes. 


| Pye, I wiſh you to bethink your ſelyes, and leave 


Ip. Pll to Sir Godfrey, my Brother, and acquaint 
him with thefe fearful preſages. | = 
Fran, For, 'Mother, they portend loſles to him, 
id. Q ay, they do, they do; 
Won happy iſſue crown thy Words, 
L will reward thy cunning, Exit Wid. and Fran, 
- Pye, Tis enough, > I wiſh no higher. 
Moll. Dumb? and not marry ? worſe, \ 
Neither to ſpeak, nor kiſs, a double curſe.  [ Ext. 
© Pye. So, all this comes well about yet, 1 play the For- 
tune-teller, as well as if I had had a Witch to my Gran- 


nam: for by good happineſs, being in my Hoſteſſes 
Garden, which 22 the Orchard of the Widow, | 
| kad the hole of mine Ear to a halc in 1 

2 1 : * N : [ 
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heard em make theſe Vows, and ſpeak thoſe Words, 
upon which 1 wrought theſe Adyantages ; and to en- 
courage my Forgery the more, I may now perceive in 
em a natural ſimplicity which will eaſily ſwallow an a- 
buſe, if any covering be oyer it: and to confirm my 
former Preſage to the Widow, I have advis'd old Peter 
Skirmiſh the Soldier, to hurt Corporal Oath upon the Leg, 
and in that hurry I'll ruſh amongſt em, and inſtead of 
giring the Corporal ſome Cordial to comfort him, II 
pour into his Mouth a Potion of a ſleepy Nature, and 
make him ſeem as dead ; for which the old Soldier bein 

apprehended, and ready to be borne to Execution, 1 
ſtep in, and take upon me the Cure of the dead Man, 
upon Pain of dying the Condemned's Death; the Cor- 
poral will awake at his Minute, when the fleepy Force 
hath wrought it ſelf, and ſo ſhall 1 get my ſelf into a 
moſt admir'd Opinion, and under the pretext of that 
Cunning, beguile as | fee occaſion : and if that fooliſh 
Nicholas S t. Ant lings keep true time with the Chain, my 
Plot will be ſound, the Captain deliver'd, and my Wits 
applauded amongſt Scholars and Soldiers for ever. 
[Exit Pyeboord. 


Enter Nicholas St. Antlings, with the Chain. 


Nich. O, I have found an excellent advantage to take 
away the Chain, my Maſter put it off e en now, to *ſay 
on a new Doublet, and I ſneak'd it away by little and 
little, moſt puritanically ! we ſhall have good ſport anon 
when he has miſs'd it, about my Couſin the Conjurer , 
the World ſhall ſee I'm an honeſt Man of my Word, 
for now I'm going to hang it between Heaven and 
Earth among the Roſemary Branches, [Exit Nich. 
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| ACT III. 


Enter Simon St. Mary Overies, and Frailty. 


Frail. OlIrrah, Simon St. Mary-Overies, my Miſtreſs 
«7 8 ſends away all her Suiters, and puts Fleas in 
their Ears. | 
Sim. Frailty, ſhe does like an honeſt, chaſte, and vir. 
tous Woman; for Widows ought not to wallow in tlc 
puddle of Iniquity, . 

Firail. Yet, Simon, many Widows will do't, whatſs 
e'er comes on't, 

Sim. True, . Frailty, their filthy Fleſh deſires a Con. 
junction Copulative ; what Strangers are within, Frailij! 
Firail. There's none, Simon; but Maſter - Pilfer the 
Taylor: he's above with Sir Godfrey, praiſing of 1 
Doublet: and I muſt trudge anon to fetch Maſter Sui 
the Barber. 

Sim. Maſter Sad's a good Man, he waſhes the Sins d 
the Beard clean. 8 | 


Enter old Skirmiſh the Soldier. 


Skir. How now, Creatures? what's a Clock 

Frail. Why, do you take us to be Fack at the Clock 
Houſe ? | 

Skir. I fay again to you, what's a Clock ? 

Sim. Truly la, we go by the Clock of our Conſcienct 
all worldly Clocks we know go falſe, and are ſet h 
drunken Sextons. | 
Skir. Then what's a Clock in your Conſcience? — 
O, I muſt break off, here comes the Corporal — 


bum, hum: What's a Clock? 
. | 
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Enter Corporal. 


9 = 


Corp. A Clock ? why paſt ſeventeen. | I 

Frail. Paſt ſeventeen — h'as met with his Match 
now, Corporal Oath will fit him. | 

Skir. Thou doſt not bawk nor baffle me, doſt thou ? 
Ll am a Soldier——paſt ſeventeen ? | 

Corp, Ay, thou art not angry with the Figures, art 
thou? I will prove it unto thee, 12 and 1 is thirteen, I 
hope 2 fourteen, 3 fifteen, 4 ſixteen, and's ſeventeen, 
then paſt ſeventeen, I will take the Dial's part in a juſt 
Cauſe, ©: 901 | 

Skir. J ſay ?tis but paſt five then, 

Corp. I'll ſwear 'tis paſt ſeventeen then: doſt thou 
not know Numbers? tanſt thou not caſt-? a 


. : $kir. Caſt > doſt thou ſpeak of my caſting Pth'freet 2 


[Dr aUWU's 
Corp. Ay, and in the Market- place. A 
Sim. Clubs, Clubs, Clubs. [Simon runs in. 
Frail. Ay, I knew by their ſnuffling Clubs would be 
Trump: Maſs here's the K nave, and he can do any good 
upon em: Clubs, Clubs, Clubs. 


Enter Pye-boord. 


Corp. O Villain, thou haſt open'd a Vein in my Leg. 
Pye, How now ? for ſhame, for ſhame, put up, put 


Corp. By yon blue Welkin, twas out of my par 
George, to be hurt on the Leg. a 2 y 


Enter Officers. 


Pye. Oh, peace now I have a Cordial here to 
comfort thee. 


Off. Down with 'em, down with 'em, lay Hands upon 


Skir, Lay Hands on me ? . 
Pye," I'll not be ſeen among em now. 
N 4 


* 
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Corp. I'm hurt, and had more need have Surgeons: 


Lay Hands upon me, than rough Officers, 
| Offi. Go carry him to be dreſs'd then: 

This mutinous Soldier ſhall along with me to Priſon, 
Air. To Priſon ? where's George ? 
Off. Away with hin [Exeunt with Skit. 
Pye, So, | 


All lights as I would wiſh . the amaz'd Widow 


the cunning Gentleman ſpoke in all things 


Will plant me ſtrongly now in her belief, 

And wonder at the virtue of my words : 

For the Event turns theſe Preſages from em, 
Of being mad and dumb, and begets Joy 
Mingled with Admiration : theſe empty Creatures, 


Soldier and * were but ordain'd 
As inftruments 
Now to my Patient, here's his Potion. 


or me to work upon. 


[Ex Pye-boord, 
Enter the Widow with her two Daughters. 
mid. O wondrous Happineſs, beyond our Thoughts! 


Glu fair Event! I think our Fortunes 
Were bleſt e' en in our Cradles: we are-quitted 


ö 


Of all thoſe ſhameful violent Preſages 


By this raſh bleeding chance: go, Frailty, run, and 
know | 
Whether he be yet living, or yet dead, 
That here before my Door receiv'd his hurt. 
Frail. Madam, he was carried to the Superior, but 
if he had no Money when he came there, I warrant he's 


dead by this time. [Exit Frailty, 


Fran. Sure that Man is a rare Fortune-teller, never 
look'd upon our Hands, nor upon any Mark about us, 2 
wondrous Fellow ſurely. Ak 

All. I am glad I have the uſe of my Tongue yet, 
tho of nothing elſe. I ſhall find the way to marry too, 
I hope, ſhortly. = e 
Mid. O where's my Brother Sir Godfrey, I would he 
were here, that I might relate to him how prophetically 


Enter 


- - Ra. 
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Enter Sir Godfrey in a rage. 


Sr God. O my Chain, my Chain, I have loſt my 
Chain, where be theſe Villains, Varlets ? | 

Wid. Oh, he'as loſt his Chain. | 

Sir God. My Chain, my Chain, | 

Wid. Brother, be patient, hear me ſpeak, you know I 
told you that a Cunning-man told me, that you ſhould 
have a Loſs, and he has propheſy'd fo true. 

Sir God, Out, he's a Villain to propheſy of the loſs 
of my Chain, *twas worth above three hundred Crowns, - 
belides 'twas my Father's, my Father's Father's, m 
Grandfather's huge Grandfather's : I had as lief ha loſt 
my Neck, as the Chain that hung about it. O my Chain, 
my Chain, 

Wid. Oh, Brother, who can be againſt a Misfortune, 
'us happy tas no more, | 

Sr God. No more! O goodly godly Siſter, would 
had me loſt more? my beſt Gown too, with the C 
of Gold-Lace? my Holiday Gaſcains, and my Jerkin 
ſet with Pearl? no more! 

Wid. Oh, Brother, you can read a 

Sir God. But I cannot read where my Chain is: Whaz 
Strangers have been here? you let in Strangers, Thieves, 
and Catch-poles : how comes it gone; there was none 
above with me but my Taylor, and my Taylor will not 
— {teal I hope? | 

Moll. No, he's afraid of a Chain. 


Enter Frailty, 


Wid. How now, Sirrah? the News? 

Frail. O, Miſtreſs, he may well be call'd a Co 
now, for his Corps are as dead as a cold Capon's. 

Wid. More happineſs. 

Fr God, Sirrah, what's this to my Chain? where's my 
Chain, Knave ? | 

Frail. Your Chain, Sir ? 

sir God, My Chain is loft, Villain. . 

N 5 Frail, 
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Frail. 1 would he were hang'd in Chains that has it 
then for me: Alas, Sir, I ſaw none of your Chain ſince 
yon were hung with it your ſelf. 

Sir God. Out Varlet ; it had full three thouſand Links, 
I have oft told it over at my Prayers, 
Over and over, full three thouſand Links. 

: Frail, Had it ſo, Sir? ſure it cannot be loft then; Ul 
put you in that comfort. 

Sr God. Why ? Why? 
- Frail. Why if your Chain had ſo many Links it ean · 
not t chuſe 2 5 come to light. 


2 Enter Nicholas. 


Si „ God. Deluſion. Now, long Nicholas, where is 
my Chain? 
Nich. Why about your Neck, is't not, Sir ? 

Ar God. About my Neck, Varlet? my Chain is loft, 
Tis ſtoll'n away, I'm robb'd. 
© Wid.. Nay, Brother, ſhow your ſelf a Man. 

Nich. If it be loſt or ſtole, if he would be patient, 
Miſtreſs, 1 could bring him to a cunning Kinſman of 
mine that would fetch it again with a Seſarara. 

Sir God. Canſt thou? 1 will be patient, ſay, where 
dwells he ? 

Nich.. Marry he dwells now, Sir, where he would not 
dwell, I, an he could chuſe, in the Marſhalſea, Sir; but 
he's an excellent Fellow if he were out: h/as trayell'd 
all the World o'er, he, and been in the ſeven and twenty 
Provinces : why, he would make it be ſetch'd, Sir, if 
it were rid a thouſand Miles out of Town. 

Sir God. An admirable Fellow, what lies he for ? 

Nich. Why, he did but rob a Steward of ten Groats 
 Cother Night, as any Man would ha'done, and there he 
lies for't. 

Sir God. Vl make his peace, 

-* Arrifle, III get his pardon, 

"Beſides a bountiful Reward; 1'll about it: 

But fee the Clerks, the Juſtice will do much; 

I will about it ſtrait, good Siſter pardon me, * 
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All will be well I hope, and turn to good, "Ha 
The Name of Conjurer has laid my Blood. | Exennt. 


Enter *. and e two aer with No- 
ſon, 10 arreſt George Pye: boord. 


Put. His Hoſteſs where he lies will truſt him no 1 


ger, ſhe hath feed me to arreſt him; if you will accom- 


ny me, becauſe I know not of what Nature the Scho- 
far is, whether deſperate or ſwift, you ſhall ſhare with 
wn, 2 Ravenſhaw, 1 have the good Angel to ar- 

im. 

Rav. Troth I'll take part with thee then, Serjeantz 
not for the ſake of the Money ſo much, as for the hate 
I bear to a Scholar. Why, Serjeant, tis natural in us 
you know to hate Scholars: natural, beſides, they will 
publiſh our Imperfections, Knayeries, and rob 0 
upon Scaffolds and Rage 

Put. Ay, and ſpighttully too; troth I have wondred 


| how the Slaves could ſee into qur Breaſts ſo much, when 


our Doublets are button'd with Pewter, 
Rav. Ay, and ſo cloſe without yielding: Oh, th | 
parlous Fellows, they. will ſearch more with' their its 
than a Conſtable with his Officers. 
Put, Whiſt, whiſt, whiſt, Yeoman Dogſon, Yeoman 
Daten. 2 
g. Ha? what ſays Serjeant ?. | 
! — Is he in. the 'Pothecary 's Shop ſtill 2 ane g 11 
Dog. Ay, ay. | 
Put, Have an Eye, have an Eye. 1 
Rav. The beſt is, Serjeant, if he be a true Scholar, 


he wears no Weapon I think. 


Put, No, no, he wears no Wea 

'Rav. Maſs, I am right. glad of t = 'thas put mein 
better-Heart; nay, if I clutch him. once, let me alone 
to drag him if he be ſtiff necked; I have been one of 
the ſix my ſelf, that has dragg'd as tall Men of their 
Hands, when their Weapons have been gone, as ever 
baſtinado'd* a Serjeant . 1 have done I can tell 
Jou, | ; if ee $3- ja 


Little, let him play a lite, 


For my Device can no way 
ml naw I muſt to Prion tothe Captain, and chere 


| to Friſon indeed. 
6 hen. 
will not be a Scholar; 
. Citizens 'Sons, whether they be Scholars or no, that are 


Gentlemen by their 3 $ Trades; a Scholar a Gentle- 
min! 


ib Pas or, The 


Dog. Serjeant Puter, Sexjeant Pause. 
- Pat, Hoh. 4 1 
Dog. He's coming out e. 
Pat. Peace, peace, be — uses 


we'll ;erk him up of a ſud- 
den: I ha' fiſh'd in my time. 
Rav. ney) Serſeant. 
Enter Pye-boord. 


5 L parted now from Nicholas; the Chains cond, 
* the old Knight has ſpent his Rage upon't, | 
The Widow holds me in Admiration 
For cunning Art: *mongf Joys I'm een loſt, 

now be croſt, : 


Put. L arreſt yon, Sir. 
Pye, Oh——i1 ſpoke truer than I as aware, I mult 


Par, They fay you're a Scholar, nay Sir Yeoman 

Dogſon, have care to his Arms. you I rail againſt Ser- 
'em, you tickle their Vices. © 

,ufe me like a Gentleman. I'm little 


Ne. 


let. 
Ps. You ene 3; that's a good Jeſt i faith; 


can a Scholar be a Gentleman when a Gentleman 


look upon your wealthy 


Nay, let iis drive all her Stings into me, 


the cannot hurt that in me, a Gentleman gecidens inſe- 
| _ parabile to my Blood. 


Rav: A 'rablement, nay, you ſhall have a bloody 


- rablement upon you I warrant you. 


Bur. Go, Yeoman Degſon, before, and enter the Acti- 


; on i'th*Counter. [Exit Dog. 
© "Pye, Pray do not handle me cruelly, If go 
Whither you pleaſe to have me. 


| _ On, he's tame, ET FER, 


ct pye. 
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Pye, Pray at whoſe Suit is this? er 
put. Why, at your Hoſteſs's Suit where you lie, Mrs. 

Cunniburrow, for Bed and Board, the Sum four Pound 

five Shillings and five Pence. Wo . 
Pye. I know the Sum too true, yet I preſum'd 

Upon a farther Day; well, tis my Stars: 

And I muſt bear it now, tho never harder. 

I ſwear now my Device is croſt indeed. | 

Captain muſt lie by*t : this is Deceit's Seed. 

Pu. Come, come away. _ | 
Pye. Pray give me ſo much time as to knit my Garter, 
and Ill away with your 

Put, Well we muſt be paid for this waiting upon 
you, this is no pains to attend thus. 

* [Making to tie his Garter, 

Pye. I am now wretched and miſerable, I ſhall neꝰer 
recover of this Diſeaſe : hot Iron gnaw their Fiſts: the 
have ſtruck a Fever into my Shoulder, which 1 ſha 
ne'er ſhake out again I fear me, till with a true Habeas 
Corpus the Sexton remove me ? oh if I take Priſon once, 
I ſhall be preſs'd to Death with Actions, but not fo 
happy as ſpeedily , perhaps I may be forty Years preſ- 
ſing, till 1 be a thin old Man, that looking thro? the 
Grates, Men may look thro” me: all my Means is con- 
founded, what ſhall T do? has my Wits feryed me fo 
long, and now give me the flip (like a ftrain'd Servant) 
when I have moſt need of em: no Device to keep my 
poor Carcafe from thoſe: Puttocks'? yes, Happt- 
neſs, have I a Paper about me now? yes too, Nl try 
it, it may hit, Extremity in Towch-ſtone unto Wit, ay, 
ay. | 
Put. Sſoot how many Yards are in thy Garters, that 
thou art ſo long a tying on them ? come away, Sir. 

Pye, Troth, Serjeant, I proteſt, you could never ha 
took me at a worſe time, for now at this inſt ait I have 
no lawful Picture about me. | 

Put. Slid, how ſhall we come by our Fees then? 

Rav. We muſt have Fees, Sirrah. | 

Pye. I could have wiſh'd i' faith, that you had took me 
half an Hour hence for your owa ſake, for I proteſt if 
you 
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N had not croſs'd me, I was in 2 Jo torre. 
. five Pound of a Gentle going in 4 Davie of 
Mask here, drawn in this Baþer, | N come, I muſt 
be contented, tis but ſo much loſt, and anſwerable to 
the reſt of my Fortunes. 
Put. Why, how far hence dwells that br NAP ) 
"Rav. Ay, .welb ſaid Serjeant, 'tis good to call about 
for Money. | 
' Put. S peak, if it be not fa ; | 
97A Ve are but a little Lee it, the gext Street be 


Put. V. '$lid wo have waited q you grieroull already, 
I yowll ſay you'll be liberal 'when you ha't, give us 
double Fees, nd ſpend upon's, * we'll ſhow you 
- that kindneſs, and go along with you to the Gene 
man. 
- Rav. Ay, well faid ſtill, Serjeant, urge hos. 
Pye. Troth if it will ſuffice, it ſhall N you, 
for 25 part I'll not pocket a Penny, my Hoſteſs ſhall 
have her four Pound five Shillings, and — me the five 
Pence, and the other fifteen, Shillings I'll ſpend upon 
ou. 
: Rav. Why, now thou art'a Scholar. 
Put. An excellent Scholar i' faith; has proceeded very 
well alte; come, we'll along with you. 
ant with bim; paſſing in, they knack 
A the Door with a Knocker withinſide. 
| r; Who knocks, who's at Door ? we had need of a 
| Porter. | 
* 5 Pye. 'h few Friends here, — pray is the Gentleman your 
| Maſter within? 
Kr. Yes; is your Buſineſs to him? 
Pye. Ay, he knows-it when he fees me: 
1 pray you have you forgot me? 
r. , by my troth, Sir, pray come near, I'll in and 
tell him of you, pleaſe you to walk here in che Gallery 
till he comes. 
Pye, We will attend his Worſhip, — Worſhip 
think, for ſo much the Poſts at this Door ſhould Gent 


and the far coming in, and the Wicket, elſe I 18 
ew 
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knew him nor his Worſhip, but 'tis happineſs he is with- 
in Doors, - whatſoe'er he be; if he be not too much a 
formal Citizen, he may do me good: Serjeant and Yeo- 
man, ho do you like this Houſe, is't not moſt whol- 
ſomely plotted ? dug e 5 
Rav. Troth, Priſoner, an exceeding fine Houſe. 
Pye. Yet I wonder how he ſhould forget me, for he 
ne'er knew me; no matter, what is forgot in you, will 
be remembred in your Maſter. - 1 9p 
A pretty comfortable Room this methinks : 
You haye no ſuch Rooms in Priſon now ? 
Put, Oh, on * : 1 # 
6. -holes indeed Il can tell you L have great 
8 to — my Chamber here ſhortly, * 3 
too, for he's. the moſt free - heartedſt Gentleman where he 
takes: you would little think it. And what a fine Gal- 
lery were here for me to walk and ſtudy, and make 
Verſes? 14.3 ix Was 
Put. O it ſtands pleaſantly for a Scholar. 


. 


ae 


Exter Gentleman. 


Pye, Look what Maps, and Pictures, and Devices, and 
things, neatly, delicately ? Maſs here he comes, he ſhould 
be a Gentleman, I like his Beard well: — All happi- 
neſs to your Worſhip. _ . 

Gent, You're kindly welcome, Sir. 0 

Put. A ſimple Salutation. 
| Rav. Maſs, it ſeems the Gentleman. makes great ac- 
count of him. | 
Gent. I have the thing here for you, Sir. 

Pye. I beſeech you conceal me, Sir, I'm undone elſe, 
have the Mask here for you, Sir, look you, Sir, 
l beſeech your Worſhip, firſt pardon my rudeneſs, . 
for my Extremes make me bolder than I would be: I 
am a poor Gentleman, and a Scholar, and now moſt 
unfortudately fall'n- into the Hands of unmerciful Offi- 
cers, arreſted for Debt, which, tho ſmall, I am not able 
to compaſs, by reaſon I'm deſtitute of Lands, Money, 
and Friends, fo that if I fall into the hungry ſwallow ped 
8 


and doubtful what to do; at laſt it was put 


the Priſon, I am like utterly to periſh, and with Fees 
and Extortions be pinch'd clean to the Bone: Now, if 
ever pity had intereſt in the Blood of a Gentleman, I 
een of m 
Eſcape, which I have thought u | 
2 ! 285 
Pu. 1 warrant he likes it rarely, 
Dye. In the plunge of my Extremities, being giddy, 
in my la- 


bouri 4 make a happy uſe of this Paper, 
and to blear their unletter d Eyes, I told them there — 
a Device for a Mask drawn ia t, and that (but for their 
ion) I was going to a Gentleman to receive 
my reward for't ; they at this word, and hoping 
to make purchaſe of me, d their attendance to go 
along with me, my hap was to make bold with your 
Door, Sir, which my thoughts ſhew'd me the moſt faireſt 
and comfortableſt Entrance, and 1 hope I have hap- 
pened right upon Und ing and Pity : may it pleaſe 
your good Worſhip then but to behold my Device, 
which is to let one of Men put me out at a Back» 
door, and I ſhall be bound to your Worſhip for ever. 

Gent. By my troth an excellent Device. 

Pur. An excellent Device, he fays; he likes it won- 


t 


Gent. A my faith, I never beard a better. 
Rav. Hark, he fears he never heard a better, Ser- 


des. 8 4s | 
. O, there's no talk on't, he's an excellent Scho- 
lar, and eſpecially for a Mask, 

Gent. Give me your Paper, your Device; I was never 
better pleas'd in all my Life : good Wit, brave Wit, 
finely wrought, come'in, Sir, and receive your Money, 
Sir. 

- Pye. III follow your good Worſhip, — 
You heard how he A f now ? A 

Put. Puh, we know he could not chuſe but like it; go 
thy ways, thou art a fine witty Fellow i'faith, thou ſhalt 
_ diſcourſe it to us at the Tavern anon, wilt thou ? 


2 
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Pye, Ay, ay, that I will,. look, Serjeants, here are 
Maps, and pretty Toys, be doing in the mean time, I 
ſhall quickly have told out the Money, you know. 

Put, Go, go, little Villain, fetch thy Chink, I begin 
to love thee, I'll be drunk to Night in thy Company. 

Pye. This Gentleman I may well call a part 
Of my Salvation, in theſe earthly Evils, 
For he has fay'd me from three hungry Devils. | 
. [Exit Pye, 
Put. Sirrah, Serjeant, theſe Maps are pretty painted 
things, but I could ne'er fancy them yet, methinks they're 
too buſy, and full of Circles and Conjurations; they ſay 
all the World's in one of them, but 1 could ne'er find 
the Counter in the Poultry. | | 

Rav. I think ſo: how could you find it? for you 
know it ſtands behind the Houſes. | 

Dog. Maſs, that's true, then we muſt look o' back 
Tide for't z *sfoot here's nothing, all's bare. | 

Rav. I warrant thee that ſtands for the Counter, for 
you know there's a Company of bare Fellows there, 

Put. Faith like enough, Serjeant, I never mark'd ſo 
much before.” Sirrah Serjeant, and Yeoman, I ſhould 
love theſe Maps out a cry now, if we could fee Men 
peep out of Door in em, oh, we might have em ina 
Morning to our Breakfaſt ſo finely, and ne'er knock our 
Heels to the Ground a whole Day for em. 

Rav. Ay marry Sir, I'd buy one my ſelf. 
But this talk is by the way, where ſhall's ſup to Night: 
Five Pound receiy'd, let's talk of that. 
- I have a Trick worth all, you two ſhall bear him to the 
Tavern, whilſt I go cloſe with his Hoſteſs, and work 
out of her: I know ſhe would be glad of the Sum, to 
4 Money; becauſe ſhe knows tis but a deſperate 
Debt, and full of hazard : what will you fay if I bring 
it to paſs, that the Hoſteſs ſhall be contented with one 
wy for all, and we to ſhare t'other fifty Shillings, Bul- 
les ? 

Put. Why, I would call thee King of Serjeants, and 
thou ſhould'ſt be chronicled in the Counter-Book- for 


ever, 
Rav 
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2 de Well, put it to me, we'll make a Night on' 

1 — ? q . , Y 2 | 5 

Dag. Sſoot, I think he receives more Money, he ſtay; 
Pur. He tarries long indeed, may be, I can tell you 

upon the good liking on't the Gentleman may prove 

more bountiful... © © 219 bes 

Rav. That would be rare, we'll ſearch him. 

Put. Nay, be ſure of it, we'll ſearch him, and make 

bim light enough. © © 


Enter the Gentleman, 


Rav. Oh, here comes the Gentleman By your 
leave, Sir. 1 9 | 
Gent. God you good den Sirs,— would you ſpeak 
with me 2 - 2 
Put. No, not with your Worſhip, Sir; only we are 
bold to ſtay for a Friend of ours that went with your 
Worſhi7p. "FH M1 1 * 
Sent. Who? not the Scholar? | 
Dutt. Les, een he, an it pleaſe your Worſhip. 
Sent. Did he make you ſtay for him? he did you 
wrong then: why, 1 can aſſure you he's gone above an 
Hour ago. Ron of e 
Rav. How, Sir? | 
Gent, I paid him his Money, and my Man told me he 
- went out at Back-door, | 
Put. Back-door ? 
Gent. Why, what's the matter ? 
Put. He was our Priſoner, Sir, we did' arreſt him. 
Gent. What he was not? you the Sheriff 's Officers 
You were to blame then, 5 
Why did not you make known to me as much? 
-I could have kept him for you, I proteſt, 
He receiv'd all of me in Britain Gold, 
Of the laſt coining. 
' Rev. Vengeance dog him with't. 
Hut. *Sfoot has he gull'd us ſo ? 


1 
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Dog. Where ſhall we ſup now, Serjeants ? 

Put. Sup, Simon, now, eat Porridge for a Month. 
Well, we cannot impute it to any lack of Good-will in 
your Worſhip: you did but as another would have 
done, twas our hard Fortunes to miſs the Purchaſe, but 
if e'er we clutch him again, the Counter ſhall charm him. 

Rav. The Hole ſhall rot him, * 


Dog. Amen. [Exennt. | 
Gent. SO, mo 2 n 
Vex out your Longs without Doors, I am proud ö 
It was my hap to help him, it fell fit. 


He went not empty neither for his Wit: 
Alas, poor Wretch, I could not blame his Brain, 


To labour his Delivery, to be free 


From their unpitying tangs——1'm glad it ſtood 
Within my Power to do a Scholar good, (Exit, 


Enter in the Priſon, meeting, Pye-boord and Captain, 
; : 2 Pye-boord coming in muffled, | 


Cat. How now, who's that? what are you? 
- Pye. The fame that I ſhould be, Captain. 
Capt. George Pye-boord, honeſt George? why cam'ff 
thou in half-fac'd, muffled ſo ? p 
Pye. Oh Captain, I thought we ſhould ne'er ha laugh'd 
again, never ſpent frolick Hour again. 
Capt, Why ? why ? 
Pye, I coming to prepare thee, and with News 
As happy as thy quick Delivery, 
Was trac'd out by the Scent, arreſted Captain. 
Capt. Arreſted, George? 
Pye. Arreſted ; gueſs, gueſs, how many Dogs do you 
think 1'd upon me ? | 
Capt. Dogs,? I ſay, I know not. | 
Pye. Almoſt as many as George Stone the Bear: 
Three at once, three at once. | ; 
Capt. How did'ſt thou ſhake em off then? 
Pye. The time is buſy, and calls upon our Wits, let 
it ſuffice, . 
Here I ſtand ſafe, 'ſcap'd by Miracle: 


Some 
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Some other Hour ſhall tell thee, when we'll ſteep 
Our Eyes in laughter : Captain my device 

Leans to thy Happineſs, for e'er the Day 

Be ſpent to th' Girdle, thou ſhalt be free: 
The Corporal's in's firſt ſleep, the Chain is miſs d, 
Thy Kintman bas expreſt thee, and the old Knight 
With Palſey-hams now labours thy Releaſe. 
What reſts is all in thee, to conjure, Captain. 

Cap. Conjure ? *sfoot, George, you know, the Devil a 
conjuring I can conjure. 

Pye. The Devil of conjuring ? nay by my fay, 1'd 
not have thee do ſo much, Captain, as the Devil a con- 

juring ; look here, 1 ha brought thee a Circle ready 
Charactered and all. 6 

Cap. Sfoot, George, art in thy right Wits, doſt know 
what thou ſayſt ? why doſt talk to a Captain a conjuring? 
didſt thou ever hear of a Captain conjure in thy Life? 
doſt call't a Circle, tis too wide a thing, methinks ; 

_ it been a lefler Circle, then I knew what to haye 
ne. | | 

Pye. Why every Fool knows that, n, nay then 
"=o . you, Captain, if you'll ſtay and hang 

Cap. No, by my Faith, George, come, come, let's 
to conjuring. | ; 

Pye. But if you look to be releaſed, as my Wits have 
took pain to work it, and all means wrought to farther 
it, beſides to put Crowns in your Purſe, to make you a 
Man of better hopes, and whereas before you were a 
Captain or poor Soldier, to make you now a Com- 
mander of rich Fools, which is truly the only beſt pur- 
chaſe Peace can allow you, ſafer than High-ways, Heaths 
or Cony-groves, and yet a far better Booty ; for your 
greateſt Thieves are never hang'd, never hang'd; for 
why ? they're wiſe, ang cheat within Doors: and we 

eld Fools of more Money in one Night, than your 
ſe-tail'd Gelding will purchaſe in a Twelve-Months 
running, which confirms the old Beldam's ſaying, He's 
wiſeſt that keeps himfelf warmeſt, that is, he that robs 
by a good Fire, , | | Cay: 
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Cab. Well opened i faith, George, thou haſt pull'd that 
ſaying out of the Husk. 

Pye, Captain Idle, tis no time now to delude or de- 
lay, the old Knight will be here ſuddenly, I'll perfect 
you, direct you, tell you the trick on't : tis nothing, 
Capt. Sfoot, George, I know not what to ſay to't, 
conjure I ſhall be hang'd ere I conjure. 

Pye. Nay, tell not me of that, Captain, you'll ne'er 
conjure after you are hang'd, I warrant you; look you, 
Sir, a parlous Matter, ſure, firſt to | your Circle 
upon the Ground, then with a little conjuring Cere- 
mony, as I'll have an Hackney-man's Wand ſilver'd 
o'er a purpoſe for you, then arriving in the Circle, 
with a huge Word, and a great Trample, as for in- 
ſtance, have you never ſeen a ſtalking, ſtamping Play- 
er, that will raiſe a Tempeſt with his Tongue, and 
Thunder with his Heels ? " | 

Cap. O yes, yes, yes ; often. | 

— Why be like ſuch a one; for any thing will 
blear the old Knight's Eyes; for you mult note, that 
he'll ne?er dare to venture into the Room, only per- 
haps peep _y thro' the Key-hole, to ſee how the 
Play goes forward. 

Capt. Well, I may go about ir when I will, but 
mark the end on't, I ſhall but ſhame my ſelf i'faith, 
George, ſpeak big words, and ſtamp and ſtare, and he 
look in at the Key-hole, why the very th of chat 
would make me laugh outright, and ſpoil all; nay I'll 
tell thee, George, when 1 apprehend a thing once, I 
am of ſuch a laxative Laughter, that if the Devil him- 
ſelf ſtood by, I ſhould laugh in his Face. | 

Pye, Pub, that's but the Babe of a Man, and may 
eaſily be huſh'd, as to think upon ſome Diſaſter, ſome 
ſad Misfortune, as the Death of thy Father Pth' 
Country, S * enen 

Cap. *Sfoot, that would be the more to drive me 
= ſuch an extaſy, that I ſhould ne'er lin laughing 

bar rag 15711) 100 2H v74 

Pye. Why then think upon going to hanging. 


Cap. 
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Cat. Maſs that's well remembred, now I'll do well, 
I warrant thee, ne'er fear me now; but how ſhall 
do, * for boiſterous Words, and horrible 
Names? * 

Pye. puh, any fuſtian Tnvocations, Captain, will 
ſerve as well as the beſt, ſo you rant them out well; 


or you may go to a $ So b and take all the 
winds s from the — 2, : 

Cap: Trath, and you ſay true, George, there's ſtrange 
words enow to raiſe a hundred Quack-ſalyers, tho they 


be ne er ſo poor when they b 
fear on't, 1 if in this Kalte 
Devil ſhould: pop up indeed. 

- Pye. A true Devil, Captain? why there was ne'er 
ſuch a one, nay faith he that bas this Place, is as falſe 
a Knave as our laſt Church-warden. 5 

Cap. Then he's falſe N a Conſcience i faith, 


; George, t 
En Nen cl FX; f, ay LONG £ [The oy at Marſhalſe 


Conjuration, : a true 


— Sir Godfrey, Mr. Edmund, and Nicholas, 


c. ry Priſoners. Good Gentlemen over the way, ſend 


your Relief: 
| Good Gentlemen over the way j—Good Sir God- 


Soy. 
” Pye. He's come, he's come. 

Nich. Maſter, that's my Kinſman yonder in the Buff 
Jerkin=——Kinſman, that's: Maſter yonder i'th* Teffan 
y ſalute him . 

[They Hias, and Pye · boor ſalutes Maſier Edmund, 
yt viel Wee: Now my Friend. ' 

Dye. May J partake your Name, Sir ? 
..Edm, My Name is Maſter Edmund. 
105 Ma er n ow not a Welſoman, 


- 


_ 


1 OY ws Wo * * 


Sr 
— * A Welſhman ? why. | 
Pe. Becauſe Maſter is your Chriſten Nama, and 25 


mund your Sir: name. og foqy 155 | 
| Ean, 


S » , 
„„ 
— 


but here lyes the 


E. 
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Edm. O no: I have more Names at _ . 
* Plus is my full Name at length. 

e, O cry you mercy, Sir. (Whiſpering. 
| ca I underſtand that you are my Kinſman's good: . 
| Maſter,” and in regard of that, the beſt of my Skill is 
n your Service; but had you fortun'd a mere Stranger, 
e and made no means to be by acquaintance, I ſhould 
haye utterly denied to have been the Man; both by rea- 
ſon” of the Act of Parliament againſt Conjurers and 
Witches, as alſo becauſe I would not have wy Art yul- 

gar, trite, and common. 

35 God. I much commend your care there, good. 
Captain n and that I will be ſure to have it 
private enough, you ſhall do't in my Siſter's. Houſe— 
: mine own duſe 1 may call it, for both our * 


4 _ paww 


7 - 0 © - 


therein are proportion'd. 
, Capt. Very good. Sit, —what may 1 call your 05, 
9 51 
. Sir, Gad. O you may call't a great Loſs, a grievous 


Loſs 5 as Ne a Chain of Gold, tho I lay it * 
wore it, how” ſay'ſt E. Nicholas 
Nich. O etwas as delicious a Chain of Gold, Kinſ= 


dun, you know 
Sir God. You know, did you know* t, Captain ? ? 
. Capt. Truſt a Fool with ſecrets. Sir, he may ſay 


I know ; his meaning is, becauſe my Art is ſuch, o_ 

by it! may gather a knowledge of * ien. 10 
f Sir God, Ay, very true. 
y Capt. A Pox of all Fools—the 1 Quck upon my. 
| Tongue like Ship · pitch Mariner's Gown, not to 
A n r in „ "Enight, to loſe ſuch a fair: 

Chain of Gold, were a, foul loſs, Well, I can put you 

in this good comfort on't, if it be between Heaven and 

Earth, Kalght, III ha't for you. > | 
„ Sir God. A wonderful Conjurer—0 I, s between | = 

Heav'n and Earth, 1 Warrant Jou, is. cannot go out 
i — 5 Realm. know 'tis ſomewhere about the 
. rt 

Capt. Ay, nigher the Earth than thou wor'ſt on. 


o "AY Sit 
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Foy er- my Chain was rich, and no rich 
ſhall enter into Heat n, you know. 
ery And as for the Devil, Mafter, he has no need 
on', for you know he has a great Chain of his own, 
Air God. Thou ſayft' true, Nicholas, but he has pu 
off that now, that lyes by him. 
"Capt. Faith, Knight, in few words, I preſume 6 
„ fy, warrant 
Sir God, Gabe Captain! e 


Capt. Marry, it will coſt me nch "IJ I Vere bet 


ergo to ſixteen Hot-houſes. 
Sir God. Ay good Man, I warrant thee. . 
- Cape. Beſide great Vexation of Kidney and Liver. 
Nich. O, will tickle you hereabouts, "Couſin, be 
cauſe you have not been us'd to't. | 
sir God. No? have you not bet wh tobt, er 
uin ? 
have not us e 5 therefor 0 {train 
me ſo much the more, you know. * 
Sir Gad. © it will, ir will. 22 8 
Capt, What ptanges he puts me to? Were not this 
night a Fool, 1 had been twice ſpoil'd now; that 
Captain's worſe than accurſt that has an Aſs to his Kin. 
man; dot, 1 fear be will drivel't out before I come 
tot Now, Sr, to come to the point indeed, 


ou ſee ſtick bere in the Jaw of che Marſhalſes, 


aud cannot doe [13 72 tg 

Sir God. Tut, tut, I know thy nieaning, thou would 

fay thou'rr a Prifoner, 1 tell thee thouꝰ rt none, 
\Capi* How, none? why is not this the Marſhalſes ? 

sir God. Wirt bear me ſpeak ? I heard of ba rare 

Conjuring : 

Ny chain was loft, I ſweat for thy Releaſe, ,* 

As thou lnak dd che Tike at bome for me: 

_—_— SO DULCE CH. . 


„„ WE 


umn 
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| Enter Keeper, 


Keg. Sir. 
Sir God. Speak, is not this Man fea: 
. Keeps Les, at his Pleaſure, Sir, the Fees ION 

Sir God. Go, go, I'll diſcharge them, IJ. | 
u 1 thank your Worlkip. [Exit Keeper. 

Capt. Now truſt me, you're a dear Knight; kind - 
neſs unexpected O there's — to a' free Gemle- 
man——l will conjure for Neu, Sir „ Hill 'Froch come 
thro! my Buff-Jerkin;: 

Sir God. Nay, then thou unh rice paſs with ſo line 
a Bounty, for at the firſt ſight of my Chain again, 
forty five Angels ſhall appear unto thee. 

Capt, 'Twill be a glorious ſhow i'faich,, Knight, a ve- 
ry fine ſhow; but are al eur your own Houſe ? 
are you fare of that, Sir: | 

Sir = Ay, ay; no, no ; what's be yander talk⸗ 


oy, with — 4 wild Nepliew; pray Heav'n a 


* — he? he's 6 mee Friend ofa divas 
mirable Fellow, Knight, the fineſt Fonune: teller. 
Sir God. O! tis he indeed, that came to my Lady 
Siſter, and foretold the lofs of my Chain; I. am not 
angry with him now, for I ſee twas my Fortune to 
fole it: * ir leave, Mr. Fortune · teller, I had a 
wre of you at home, at my Siſter's the Widow's, 
558 pheſied of the loſs of + Chain r 
bh, I ſtand here, I was he thatloſt it. | is | 
Pye Was-it you, Sir? | 
A my troth, Nuncle, he's the. rareſt Fellow, 
has 110 me my mee ſo right I N it 8 e 
my nature. 
Sir God, Wher iet, Go ſend i it a ated « one. 
Edm. O, tis a paſſing good one; Nuncle for he lays 
1 ſhall prove ſueh an excellent Gameſter in my time, 
that I ſhall ſpend all faſter than. my Father got it. | 
Sir God. There's a Fortune indeed. | 
 Edm' Na by ſo pat. 123165 Q 
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Poe. The fixteenth Day, that's to mo 
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within the compaſs 


| give thee leave to lye all the Year after. 


83 * Capt. And 
Houſe to Morrow, Sir? 


| © rare! Niebel, we ſhall have Conjuring to motor 


A e > * 
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Sir God. Ay, that will be the end on't; will the Curſe 
of the Beggar ue ſo much, that the Son ſhall con. 
ſume that foolithly, which the Father got craftily 2 ay 
Ay, ay; twill, twill, twill. K 
Pye. Stay, ſtay,-ſtay.'' d N 
= [Pye-boord with an Almanack, and the Captain, 
i Capt. Turn over, George. 8 <0 
"Pye. June, July; here, July, that's the Month, 
8 thirteen, Yeſterday fourteen, | to Day fifteen, 
ent. Look 2 the fifteenth Day. if 
of theſe two Days there would be 
Aome boiſterous Storm or other, it would be the beit, 
n till then ; ſome Tempeſt, and it be 
3 Here's the fifteenth Day hot and fair, 
Capt. Puh, would t'ad been hot and foul. 
| rrow ; the Morn- 
ing for the moſt part, fair and pleaſant. 3 | 


' Pye. But about high-noon, Lightning and Thunder, 
Capt. Lightning and Thunder? admirable ! beſt of 

all! Fil'conjure to morrow juſt at bigh-noon, George. 
Pye. Happen but true to morrow, Almanack, and I 


„ at” ac 


* "Capt. Sir, 1 muſt crave your Patience, to beſtoy 


dis Day upon me, that I may fyrniſh my ſelf ftrong- 


l ſent a Spirit into Lancaſpire t'other Day, o 
back a Knave-Drover,; and I look for bis retun Bl 


| this Evening to morrow Morning, my Friend here 
and I will come and breakfaſt with you. 


Sir God. O, you ſhall be moſt welcome. - 
— Noon, without fail, I purpoſe to 

Sir God. Mid- noon will be a fit time for you. 
Edm. Conjuring ? do yau mean to conjure at our 


© Capt. Marry do I, Sir; üs my intent, young Get 

n. l e 1 82 | Me $49.0) Her 
Edm. By my troth, 1'll love you while 1 live fort: 
I Null, 
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Nich. Puh I, IL could ha*-told you of that, | 
a Cate. Law, he could ha- told him of that, Fool, Cox- 
, comb, could ye? Rott: hu 3 
Edm. Do ye hear me, Sir, I deſire more Acquain- 
tance on you, you ſhall earn ſome Mony of me, now 
, 1 know you can conjure; but can you fetch any that is 
loſt ?. © 8 , TS 1 0 
Capt. Oh, any thing that's loſt, a = 
Edin. Why look you, Sir, I tell't you as a Friend and 
if a Conjurer; I ſhould marry a Pothecary's Daughter, 
e and twas told me ſhe loſt her Maiden-head at Stony 
5 Sratfard : Now if you'll do but ſo much as conjure 
6 for't, and make all whole again 

| 2 That I will, Sir. | 

Edm. By my troth I thank you, la. 

Capt. A little merry with your Siſter's Son, Sir. 
* Sir God. Oh, a ſimple young Man, very ſimple 

come Captain, and you, Sir; we'll e'en part with a 

Gallon of Wine till to — Break-faſ}. | 
\ fs Trot agreed, I "SIT. FP of. 
of | 525 n | 
d Pye. Why now thou art a good Knaye, worth a hun- 
1 dred Browniſts. | 4 
Nich. Am 1 indeed, la; I thank you heartily, la. 


L [Expunt. 
_ 
10 — — — — —— — 
m | BED, 
* ACT IV. 
4 Enter Moll, and Sir John Penny-Dub. 
Dub. Dr 1 hope you will not ſerve a Knight ſo, Gen- 
tlewoman, will: you? to caſheer him, and 
- caſt him off at your Pleaſure; what do you think I was 
dubb'd for nothing, no by my Faith, Lady's Daughter; 
* Moll,” Pray Sir John Penny · Dub, let it be defer'd a- 


While; I have a Heart to marry as you can have; but as 
the Fortune: teller told me. qu ot | 
Dub. Pax o'th' Fortune teller, would Derrick had 
been his Fortune ſeyen Years: ago, to croſs my Love 
U 0 2 thus ; 


LY 


* R , 8 * 
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thus; did he know what caſe I was in ? why this is able 
0 make a Man drown himſelf in's Father's Fiſh-Pond, 

' Moll, And then he told me moreover, Sir John, that 
-che Breach of it kept my Father in Purgatory. 
Du In Purgatory ? why let him purge out his Hear 
there, what have we to do with that? there's Phyſicians ' 

enow there to caſt his Water, is that any Matter to us? 
how can he hinder our Love? why let him be hang'{ 
now he's dead 2— Well, have I rid Poſt Day and 
* to bring you merry News of my Father's Deal, 
and now 
All. Thy Father's Death? is the old Farmer dead? 

Dub. As dead as his Barn-Door, Moll. 

Moll. And you'll keep your Word with me now, Sic 
John, that I ſhall have my Coach and my Coachman 

Dub. Ay faith. | ee SELL Bs 

- Mall. And two white Horſes with black Feathers to 
een pr 

Moll. ckey to run before't, ' 
Liveries to come traſhin Aer r! e 8 * 

Dab. Thou ſhalt, *. 
moll. And to let me have Mony in my Purſe to go 
Ver 
Dub. All this. | 
Moll. Then come, whatſoe'er comes on't, we'll be 
made ſure together before the Maids 3 


4 „ genes hos 


; 
" 2 


Enter Widow, Frances and  Frailty, 


wi. How now ? where's my Brother Sir Godfrey i 
went he forth this Morning? P4294 : 
Fail. O no Madam, he's above at Breakfaſt, wit 
$ir Reverenge 4 Confur er. 
id. A Conjurer 1 hat manner of Fellow is he? 
Fail. O, 2 wond'rous rare Fellow, Miſtreſs, ve! 
ſtrongly made upward, for he goes in a Buff. Jerkin; k 
ſays ke will feich sir Godfrey Chain again, if it han; 
between Heaven and Earth. N en 11 
1 01? jj - 
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mid. What! he will not? then he's an exlent Fel- 
low I warrant, how were that Woman to be 
bleſt with ſuch a Husband, a Man cunning? how do's 
he look Frailty? very ſwartly I warrant, with black 
Beard, ſcorcht Cheeks, and fmoaky Eye-brows. - + 
_ Frail, Foh=——he's neither ſmoak-dryed, nor ſcorcht, 
nor black, nor nothing, I tell you, am, he looks as 
fair to ſee as one of us; 1 do think, but if you ſaw him 
once, you'd take him to be a Chriſtian, 
Fran. So fair, and yet ſo cunning, that's to be worn» 
dred at, Mother. 


Enter Sr Oliver Muckhill, and Sir Andrew Tipſtaff. 


Muck. Bleſs you, ſweet Lady. ' 
. Tip. And you, fair Miſtrefs, [ Fx. Frailty. 

Wid. Coades, what do you mean, Gentlemen ? Fie, 
did | not give you your Anſwers ? 

Muck. Sweet Lady? 

Wid, Well, I will not ſtick with you for a Kis; 
Daughter, kiſs the Gentleman for once. 

Fran. Yes, forſooth. _ | 

Tip. T'm proud of ſuch a Favour. | 

Wid. Truly la, Sir Oliver, you're much to blame to 
come again when you know my Mind ſo well delivered 
as a Widow could deliver a thing. 

Muck, But I expect a farther cen, Lady. 

Mid. Why la you now, did I not deſire you to put 
off your Suit quite and clean when you came to me a- 
gain? how ſay you? did I not? 

Muck, But the ſincere Love which my Heart bears to 
e | 

id. Go to, I'll cut you off; and Sir Oliver, to put 
you in Comfort, afar off, my Fortune is read me, I 
muſt marry again. 

Muck, O bleſt Fortune ! | 

id. But not as long as I can chuſe ; nay, I'll hold 


E nter 


O 3 
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- Frail. O. Madam, Madam. | | 

Wid. How now ? what's the haſte ? [12 her Ear; 
+ Tip. Faith, Miſtreſs Frances, I'll maintain you gal. 
lantly, I'll bring you to Court, wean you among the 


fair Society of Ladies, poor Kinſwomen of mine in 


Cloth of Silver ; beſide you-ſhall have your Monkey, your 
Parrot, your Muskat, and your Piſs, Piſs, Piſs. 

Fran. It will do very well. 

Wid. What,do's he mean to conjure here then? how 
ſhall 1 do to be rid of theſe. Knights. pleaſe you, 
Gentlemen, to walk a while ith' Garden, to gather a 
Pink, or a Gilly- flower. | 

Both. With all our Hearts, Lady, and count us fa. 
vour'd. 

Sir God. within.) Step in, Nicholas, look, is the 
Coaſt clear ? 

Nich. Oh, as clear as a Carter's Eye, Sir. 

Sir God. Then enter Captain Conjurer ; now 
how like you our Room, Sir ? 


Enter Sir Godfrey, Captain, Pye-boord, Edmu nd, and 
| Nicholas. 


Capt. O wonderful convenient. 

Edm. I can tell you, Captain, ſimply tho it lies 
here, tis the faireſt Room in my Mother's Houſe, as 
dainty a Room to conjure in, methinks why you 
may bid, I can't tell how many Devils welcome in't; my 
Father has had twenty in't at once ! 

Pys. What, Devils? 
| Edm. Devils, no, Deputies, and the wealthieſt Men 
he could ger, 

Sir God Nay, put by your Chats now, fall to your 
Buſineſs roundly, the Feſcue of the Dial is upon the 
Chriſ-croſs of Noon; but oh, hear me, Captain, 32 
qualm' comes o'er my Stomach, 


Capt. 
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Eapt, Why, what's the matter, Sir ? 
Sir God. Oh, bow if the Devil ſhould prove a Knave, 


and tear the Hangings ? 
Capt, Fuh, 1 warrant you, Sir Godfrey. 


Em. Ay. Nunkle, or ſpit Fire upo'th' Sealing ? | 


Sir God. Very true too, for tis but thin plaiſtered,, 
and 'twill quickly take hold a'the Laths ;-and if he chance” 
to ſpit downward too, he will burn all the Boards. 

Capt. My Life for yours, Sir Godfrey. 

Sir God. My Siſter is very curious and dainty o'er this 
Room, 1 can tell you, and therefore if he muſt needs 
ſpit, I pray deſire him to ſpit i'th” Chimney. . 

Pye. Why, aſſure you, Sir Godfrey, he ſhall: not be 
brought up with ſo little Manners, to ſpit and ſpawl a'th* 
Floor. pie) nals 

Sir God, Why I thank you, good Captain, pray have 
a care Ia t 
warrant you ; come, we'll into the next Room, and be- 
cauſe we'll be ſure to keep him out there, we'll bar up 
the Door with ſome of the Godlies zealous Works. 

Edm, That will be a fine Device, Nuncle; and be- 
cauſe. the Ground ſhall be as holy as the Door, 11] tear 


two or three Roſaries in pieces, and ſtrew the Pieces 


about the Chamber; Oh! the Devil already. | 


[ Runs in. Thunders, 
Pye, *Sfoot, Captain, 2 ſomewhat for ſhame; 
It SN and Thunders before thou wilt begin, why 
when; | 


Capt. Pray Peace, George, thou'lt make me laugh 
anon, and ſpoil all. ' | 

Pye. Oh, now it begins again; now, now, now ! 
Captain. | S194, | 

- Capt. Rhumbos ragdayon, pur, pur, colucundrion, 
Hois. Polis. 

Sir God, thro the Keyhole within.) Oh admirable 
Conjurer ! Was fetcht Thunder already, 

Pye. Hark, hark, again Captain. 

Capt. Benj amino, gaſpois-kay-goſgothoteron-umbrois. 


04 Sir 


o your Circle, we'll not trouble you 
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Sir God. Oh, I would the Devil would come away 


1 he has no Conſcience to put a Man to fuch 
ain 


Again.” 


| — Flowfte tal opumper-dragantleloomenes hoage- 


>» + Pye: Well aid, Captain, | | 
Sir God. So long a coming: © would I alan is 

n't now, for | fear me theſe roaring Tempeſts will 

: deſtroy all the Fruits of the Earth, and tread upon my 
Corn——oh, ith* Country. 

Capt. Gog de ber. hobgoblin, huncks, houſe, hockly 
** coome park. 

Mi. O Brother, Brother, what a Tempeſt's Ph! 
Garden, ſure there's ſome Conjuration N 

Sir God. Tis at home, Siſter. 

Pye. By and by I'll ſtep in, Captain. 

, Nunck Nunck Rip Gaſcoines, Ibs, Drip-Dropite. 
c of God. He drips — poor Man; Has, alas, 
Pye. Now. I come. | 
O Sulphare Soorfare. 

5 855 — array what wouldꝰſt and me} 
God, 2 the Devil, Siſter, Pth' Dining · Chamber; 
Kage Siſter, 'I warrant you that. will keep bum ove; 
. quickly, quickly. [Goes in, 
- ©. Pye. So, ſo, ſo; I' releaſe thee ; enough, Captain, 
2 allow us ; ſome time to laugh a little: they're 
ſhuddering and ſhaking by this time, asif an n 

were in their Kidners. 

Capt. Sirrah George, how was' , box was iT did l 
dot well enough'? - 

Pye. Woul believe me, Caprain, better than any 
.Conjurer, for here was no harm in this; and yet their 
horrible expectation ſatisfied well; you were much be. 
holden to Thunder and Lightning at this time, it grac d 
you well, I can tell you. 

Capt, I muſt needs fay ſo, George. ' Sirrat if we could 
ha* convey'd hither cleanly a Cracker, or a Fire · wheel, 

Fad been ide. 
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Pye. Blurt, blurt, there's nothing remains to put thee. 
to pain now, Captain. | 
Capt, Pain? 1 proteſt, George, my Heels are forer- 
than a Whiſon” Morris-dancer's. | 


Pye. All's paſt now._—only to reveal that the Chain's- 
th” Garden, where, thou know'ſt, it has lain theſe two- 


Days. 
Cape, But 1 fear that Fox Nicholas has teveal'd it al- 


ready, * 2 

Pc Fear not, Captain, you muſt put it to th" ven- 
ture now: Nay "tis time, call upon em, take pity on- 
em, for I believe ſome of em are in a pitiful Caſe by: 
this time. 0 | 

Capt. Sir Godfrey, Nicholas, Rinſman, foot 
they're faſt at it ſtill; George, Sir Godfrey 2 
Sir God. Oh, is that the Devil's Voice? how comes 
he to know my Name: 

Capt. Fear not, Sir Godfrey, all's quieted.. 

Sir God. What, is he laid ?. 

Capt. Laid 3 and has newly dropt 
Your Chain i'th* Garden. 

Sr God. Fth* Garden! in our Garden 

Capt. Your Garden. 

Sir God. O ſweet Conjurer! whereabouts there? 

Capt, Look well about à Bank of Roſemary, _ 

Sir God: Siſter, the Roſemary-bank, come, come; 
there's my Chain, he ſays. _ | 

Wid, Oh, happineſs! run, run.  [Suppoſerh to go. 

Edm. Captain Conjurer? [Edm. as key-hole.. 

Capt. Who ?' Maſter Edmund? | | 
| Edm, Ay, Maſler Edmund; may I come in- ſafely, 
without Danger; think you ? 

Capt, Puh, long ago, it is all as 'twas at firſt ; 
Fear nothing, pray come near —— how now, Man ? 

Edm. Oh?” this Room's mightily hot i'faith ; *slid,. 
my Shirt ſticks to my Belly already; what a ſteam the- 
58 has left behind him? Foh, this Room muſt be 
air d, Gentlemen, it ſmells horribly of Brimſtone. 
let's open the Windows. _ = 

Rye, Faith, Maſter Edmund, tis but your Conceit... 

Q- 5 | Bdmes« 
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.  Edm. I would you could make me believe that, i faith, 
why do you think I cannot ſmell his Savour, from ano. 
ther? yet I take it nen from you, becauſe you would 
not put me in a Fear, i'faith; a my Troth 1 ſhall loye 
you for this the longeſt Day of my Life. 
Capt. Puh, tis nothing, Sir, love me when you ſee 
more, | 
_ - Edm, Maſs, now remember, 1'll look whether he 
has ſindged the Hangings, or no. * | 
_Þye., e to entertain a little ſport till they come; 
make bim believe, you'll chatm him inviſible, he's apt 
to. admire any thing, you ſee, let me alone to giys 
force to't.' . 
| t. Go retire to yonder end then. 
Em. I proteſt you are a rare Fellow, are you not? 
Capt. O Maſter Edmund, you know but the leaſt pan 
of me yet; why now at this Inſtant I could flouriſh m 
4 thrice o'er your Head, and charm yau inyi 
F EA 
Edm. What you could not? make me walk. inviſible, 
Man? 1 ſhould laugh at that i'faith ; troth I'll requits 
your Kindneſs ; and.you'll do it, good Captain Conjw 
rer. | 
Capt. Nay, I ſhould hardly deny Jon ſuch a ſmall kind- 
nefs, Maſter Edmund Plus, why, look you, Sir, 'tis no 
more but this, and thus agen, and now y'are inviſible, 
Edm. Am 1 faith? who would think it? 
Capt. You ſee the Fortune-teller yonder at farther end 
o'th* Chamber, go towards him, do what you will with 
kim, he ſhall ne'er find you, 
Edm. Say you fo, 1'll try that i'faith——f Juflles hin. 
Pye, How now Captain? who's that juſtled me ? 
Capt. Juſtled you? I ſaw no body. 
Edm. Ha, ha, ha,——fay twas a Spirit. 
4 Capt. Shall 1: — may be ſome Spirit that haunts the 
ircle. k | 
_ Pye. O my Noſe, agen, pray conjure then, Captain, 
ao ary | [Pulli him by the Noſe 
Eadm. Troth this is exlent, I may do any Knavery 
now and never be ſeen. and now I remember * 
| MN 4 ir 
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Sir Godfrey, my Uncle, abus d me t' other Day, and told 
Tales of me to my Mother Troth now I'm invi- 
ſible, 1'll hit him a round whirrit a'th Ear, when he 
oomes out a'th Garden I may be reyeng'd on him 


* 


now finely. 


Enter Sir Godfrey, Widow, Frances, Nicholas with the 
: C Ain. 4 


Air God. I have my Chain again, my Chain's found 
again. Fa Edmund frites him. 
O [weet Captain, O admirable Conjurer. 
O, what mean you by that, Nephey ? | ** 

Edm. Nephew ? I hope you do not know me, Uncle ? 

wid. Why did you ſtrike your Uncle, Sen? 

Edm. Why, Captain, am I not inwiſible ? 

Capt, A good jeſt, George—not now you are not, Sing 
hy did not you ſee me when I did uncharm you? 

Edm. Not I, by my Troth, Captain; 

Then pray you pardon me, Uncle, 
L thought I'd been inviſible when I ſtruck, you. 
Sir God. So, you would do't? go, you're a fooliſh 
Bo * ' F 
And were . o ercome with greater Joy, N 
I'd make you taſte Correction. | | 

Edm. Correction, puſh——no, neither you nor my 
Mother, ſhall think to whip me as you have done. 

Sir God, Captain, my Joy is ſuch, I know not how 
to thank you, let me embrace you. O my ſweet Chain, 
gladneſs e' en makes me giddy, rare Man; *twas juſt i'th* 
Roſemary-bank, as if one ſhould ha' laid it there. 
O cunning, cunning !. | 

Wid, Well, ſeeing my Fortune tells me I muſt marry; 
let me marry a Man of Wit, a Man of Parts; here's a 
worthy Captain, and 'tis a fine Title truly la to be a 
Captain's Wife, a Captain's Wife, it goes very finely, 
beſide all the World knows that a worthy Captain is a 
fit Companion to any Lord, then why not a ſweet Bed- 
fellow for any Lady. I'll have ic ſo 
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Ido not cure him to his proper Health again. 
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Kae Praily. 
Frail." 0 Miſtreſs, Gentlemen, auen the brayeſt 
Sight coming along this way, 


3 What brave Sight ? | 

' Frail. O, one going wo burying, and n 
to hanging. 
wid. A rueful Sight. 
: Pye. Sfoot, Captain, 1 3 my Life the Corpo. 
ral's coffin'd; and oy Skirmiſh the Soldier oing to bh 
cution, and tis now about the time of his waking, 
hold out a litle longer, ſleepy Potion, and we ſhal 


have excellent Admiration; for 1'l rake Oz me the 
Cure of him. a 


Enter the Coffin of the Corporal, and the Seldiur bound, 
and led by the ce the Sheriff there. 


Frail. O here they come, here they come! 
Pye. Now muſt I cloſe ſecretly with the Soldier, pre- 
patience; or elſe all's difcovered. 

Mid. O lamentable ſeeing, theſe were thoſe Brothers, 
that fought and bled before our door. 

Sir God. What, they were not, Siſter? 

© "Skir, George, look to'r, 1 peach at Tyburn elſe. 

Pye. Mum. Gentles all, vouchſafe me Audience, 
and you eſpecially, Maſter Sheriff; 

Yon Man is bound to Execution, 
Becauſe he wounded this that now lies coffin'd. 

-- Sher. True, true, he ſhall have the Law, —and1 
hace the Law. 

Pye. But under Favour, Maſter Sheriff, if this Man 
had been cur'd and ſafe again, he ſhould have been re- 
leas'd then? 

Sher, Why, make you Queſtion of that, Sir? 

Pye. Then I releaſe him freely, and will take upon 
mie the Death that he ſhould die, if within a litile Seaſon 


Sher, 


Widow of Watling-ſtreer. 3 2 5 
- Sher. How, Sir? recover a dead Man? | 
That were moſt ſtrange of all. [Frances comes to him. 
Fran. Sweet Sir, 1 love you dearly, and could wiſh 


; my beſt part yours. do not undertake ſuch an im- 


ſible venture, | | 
Pyi. 2 you me? then for your ſweet fake 1'l} 
0 > wn 

Let me entreat the Corps to be ſet down. 7 

Sher. Bearers, ſet down the Coffin, —chis is wonder 
ful, and worthy Sroty's Chronicle. © 

Pye. I pray beſtow the freedom of the Air upon our 
wholſome Art, —— Maſs his Cheeks begin to receive na- 
tural warmth 2 Nay, good Corporal, wake betime, or 
I ſhall have a longer Sleep than you, ——'sſoor, if he 
ſhould prove dead indeed now, he were fully reveng'd 
upon me for making a Property on him, yet I had ra- 
ther run upon the Ropes, than haye a Rope like a Tet- 
ter run upon me, O— he ftirs—he ſtirs again 
look, Gentlemen, he recovers, he ſtarts, he riſes. 
Ver. Oh, oh, defend us out, alas. 

Pye, Nay, pray be till; you'll make him more giddy 
elſe, — he knows no Body yet. 
Corp. Towns; where am 1? cover'd with Snow? I 
maryel? | 


Pye. Nay, I knew he would fear the firſt thing he 


did, as ſoon as he came to Life again. 


Corp. Sfoot Hoſteſs——ſome hot Porridge, — oh, 
ho, lay on a dozen of Faggots in the Moon Parlour, 
mere. ©: tak 
Pye, Lady, ou muſt needs take a little pity of him 
ifaith, and ſend him in to your Kitchen Fire. 

Wid. O, with all my Heart, Sir Nicholas and Frailty, 
help to bear him in. 

Nich. Bear him in quotha, pray call in the Maids, I 
ſhall ne'er have the Heart to do't, indeed la. 

Frail. Nor I neither, I cannot abide to handle a 


Ghoſt, of all Men, | . 
Corp. Sbloud, let me ſee, where was I drunk laſt 
Night? bab | 190 
Wid, O, ſhall I bid you once again take him 3 

Frail. 
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Frail. Why,. we're u fearful axyou, L warrant Jour 


e 
JAG . Villains, bid the Maids make him a Caw: 


to ſettle, his Brain or a Poſſet of 
an quick my, . 

[Exeunt, Hung i in the Corps; 

Sher. Sir, whatſoe er you are, I o more than admire 


2 d. O I, ir you knew all, Maſter Sheriff, as you 
wal do, you would fay then, that here were. wo of the 
rareſt Men within the Walls of. Chriſtendom... 
_ Sher. Two of hang O+ wonderful : Officers, I dif, 
charge you, ſet him free, all's in tune. 
- Sir God. Ay. and a Banquet ready by this time, Ma- 
ſter Sheriff, to which I moſt l invite you, and 
your late Priſoner chere. See you t ly Chain, 
Sir, mum, no more Words, twas loſt and is Band a. 
come, my ineſtimable Bullies, we U talk of your 
noble Acts in ket f Charnico, and inſtead of a je. 
ſter, we'll ha the Ghoſt. *th'whice Sheet ſir at. upper end 
och · Table. 

Sher. Exlent, merry Man, i'faith. [Exennt, 
Fran. Well, ſeeing I am enjain'd to oy and marry, 
My fooliſh Vow thus I caſheer to Air 
Which-firſt begot it now, Love, play thy part; 

The e reads his Lecture in my Heart. [Exit 


ACT V. SCENE I. 
Enter in » haſt Mr, Edmund Wee Frailty.. 


Fam. HIS is the Marriage-· morning for my Mo- 
I cdher and my Siſter, 
Frail. O _ Maſter Edmund, we ſhall have rare do- 


. 5 N ü Elm, 
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Edm. Nay, go, Frailty, run to the Sexton, you know 
my Mother will be married at St. Antlings; hy thee, tis, 
paſt five, bid them open the Church- door, my Siſter is 
almoſt ready. | | ; . 
Fail. What already, Maſter Edmund 

Edm. Nay, go hy thee, firſt run to the Sexton, and 
run to the Clerk, and then run to Maſter Pigman the 
Parſon, and then run to the Milliner, and then run home- 

Ns 

Frail, . Here's run, run, run 
'Edm. But hark, Fraiky.. 
| Frail. What, more yet? | 

Edm. Have the Maids remembred to ſtrew-the-way 
to the Church? 27 | 

Frail. Foh, an Hour ago, I help'd 'em my ſelf. 

Edm. Away, away, away, away then, 

Frail. Away, away, away, away then. 


[Exit Frailty. 

Edm. I ſhall have a ſimple Father-in-law, a brave 
Captain, able to beat all our Street: Captain Idle, now 
my Lady Mother will be fitted for a delicate Name ; my 
Lady. Idle, my Lady 1dle, the fineſt Name that can be 
for a Woman; and then the Scholar, Maſter Pye-boord 
for my Siſter Frances, that will be Miſtreſs Frances Pye- 
boord, Miſtreſs Frances Pyeboord, they'll keep a noble 
Table, I. warrant you: Now all the Knights Noſes are 
put. out of joint, they may go to a Bone-ſetter's now... 


Enter Captain and pye- boord. | 


Hark, hark; O-who comes here with two Torches be. 
fore em, my ſweet Captain, and my fine Scholar? O 
how bravely they are ſhot up in one Night, they look 
like fine Britains now methinks, here's a gallant change 
I 'slid, they have hir'd\ Men and all by the 

ock. 

Capt. Maſter Edmund, kind, honeſt, dainty Maſter 
Edmund. © "Ia ; 

Edm. Foh, ſweet Captain Father-in-law, a rare per- 
fume i' ſaith. Hh 


Pye. 
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 Pys, What, are the Brides ſtirring ? may we ſleal 


upon em, think'ſt thou, Maſter Edmund? 
Edm. Faw, they're een upon readineſs, I can aſſure 
z for they were at their Torch e'en now, by the 
3 token I tumbled down the Stairs. 
| Pye. Alas, poor Maſter Edmund. 


y Enter M "II Nach BOL | 
Capt. O, the Muſicians! I prethee, Maſter Edmund, 


call *em in, and liquor 'em a file. 


Edm. That I will, ſweet Captain Father - in- law, and 
make each of them as drunk as a common Fidler. 


* | 27> 2 [Exennt, 
Enter Sir John Penny-Dub, and Moll above lacing of her 
8 5. ; RSA 


Dub. Whewh, Miſtreſs Moll, Miſtreſs Moll. 
© Moll. Who's there? Nan | 
Dub. Tis 1. ee 
. Moll. Who, Sir Jon Penny - Dub? O you're an 
early Cock i' faith, who would have thought you to be 
fo rare a ſtirrer > _ "Ro 2 
Dub. Prethee, Moll, Tet me come up. 
Moll. No by my Faith, Sir John, I'Il keep you down, 
> you Knights are very dangerous, if once you get a- 
ve 


Dab. 1'll not ſtay Paletti. 
Moll. I'faith you ſhall. ſtay ; for, Sir John, you muſt 
note the nature of the Climates: Your northern Wench 


in her own Country may well hold out till ſhe be fif- 


teen, but if ſhe touch the South once, and come up to 
London, here the Chimes go preſently after Twelve. 
Dub. O thou'rt a mad Wench, Moll, but 1 prethee: 
make haſte, for the Prieſt, is gone before. 
Holl. Do you follow him, III. not be long after. 
1 1 3 [Exenunt.. 


Enter 
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Eater Sir Oliver Muck-hill, Sir Andrew Tipſtaff, ang 
old Skirmi ſh talking. | 


Muck, O monſtrous unheard of Forgery ! * 
Tip. Knight, I never heard of ſuch Villany in our 
own Country, in my Life, | FLY 
Muck, Why, tis impoſſible, dare you maintain your 
Words ? | 
Keir. Dare we ? e'en to their Wezen Pipes; we know 
all thejr Plots, they. cannot ſquander with us, they have 
knaviſhly abus'd us, made only Properties on's to ad- 
vance * ſelves upon our Shoulders, but they ſhall 
rue their Abuſes, this Morning they are to be married. 
Mack. Tis too true, yet if the Widow be not too 
much befotted on Slights and Forgeries, the Revelation 
of their Villanies will make em loathſome, and to that 
end, be it in private to you, I ſent late laſt Night to an 
honourable Perfonage, ro whom I am much indebted 
in kindneſs, as he is to me, and therefore prefume upon 
the payment of his Tongue, and that he will lay out 
words for me, and to ſpeak Truth, for ſuch need- 
| Occaſions,” I only preſerve him in Bond, and ſome- 
times he may do me more good here in the City by a 
free Word of his Mouth, than if he had paid one half 
in Hand, and took Doomſday for tother. | 
Tip. In Troth, Sir, without my gens, be it ſpoken, you 
have publiſn d much Judgment in theſe few Words. 
Muck. For you know, what ſuch a Man utters will be 
thought effectual, and to weighty purpoſe, and therefore 
into his Mouth we'll put the approved Theme of their 
Forgeries, | 5412 7 age! pound} þ, 


Sr. And I'll maintain it, Knight, if ſhe'll be true. 


Enter Servant. 


Muck, How now, Fellow? f | lah 

Serv. May it pleaſe you, Sir, my Lord is newly light- 
ed from his Coach. l 11 a 
Muck. 


9 A — 
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"Muck. Is my Lord come already? his Honour's early; 


You ſee he loves me well; up before Heav'n, 
Truſt me, I have found him Night-cap'd at Eleven: 
TOYS. $ * w_ Jets. „ come "Pl relate all to him, 

| -» [Exeunt, 


| Enter * two Bridegrooms, captain and Scholar. Afier 


by them, Sir Godfrey and Edmund, WW idow chang'd in 

es Miftreſs Frances led between two Knights: 

ohn Penny-Dub and Moll ; there meets them a 

| = eman, Sir Ofires. —— 4d * Andrew 
Tipſtaff. 


Nob. By your leave, 1 

id. My Lord, your Honour is moſt chaftly welcome, 
_ Nob. Madam, 0 I came now from Court, I come 
not to flatter you; upon whom can I juſHy caſt this Blot, 
but upon your own Forehead, that know not Ink from 
Milk, Pack 3 is the blind beſotting in the ſtate of an un 
headed Woman that's a Widow. For it is the Property 
of all you that are Widows (a Handful excepted) to has bay 
thaſe that. honeſtly and carefully love you, to t 
tenance of Credic, State, and Poſterior, and y to 
doat on thoſe, that only love you to undo you; who re- 


gard you leaſt, are beſt regarded ;. who hate: you moſt, 
are beſt beloved. And if there be but one Man amongſt 


ten thouſand Millions of-Men, that is accurſt, diſaſtrous, 
and evilly. planetted; whom Fortune beats moſt, whom 
God hates molt, . and all Societies eſteem leaſt, that Man 


js ſure to be a Husband Such is the peeviſh- Moon | 


that rules your Bloods, An impudent Fellow beſt woes 
you, a flattering Lip beſt wins you, or in Mirth, who 
talks roughlieſt, is moſt ſweeteſt ; nor can you diſtinguiſh 
Truth from- Forgeries, Miſts from Sim COTS witneſs 
thoſe two deceitful | 
for Bridegrooms. 

Wi id, Deceitfulomcmoomor 

, Pye. All will out. 


Capr. Sfoot, who has blabb'd, George ? that fooliſh 
Nob.. 


Nicholas. 


Monſters, chat. you have entertain d 


e. 
e 
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' Neb, For what they have beſotted your eaſy Blood: 

withal, were nought but Forgeries, the Fortune-telling 

for Husbands, and the Conjuring for the Chains Sir 

Godfrey heard the falſhood of all; nothing but meer 
Knavery, Deceit and Cozenage, . * | 

Wid, Or wonderful! indeed: I wondred that my Huſ- 
band, with all his Craft, could not keep himſelf out of 
Purgatory. | 

Sir God. And I more wonder, that my Chain ſhould 
be gone, and my Taylor had none of it. | 

Moll. And I wondred moſt of all, that I ſhould be 
tied from cringe, having ſuch a Mind to't; come Sir 
John Penny-Dub, fair Weather on our ſide, the Moon 
has chang'd ſince Veſternight. E 

Pye. The ſting of every evil is within me. 

Nob. And that you may perceive I feign not with you, 
bebold their Fellow- actor in thoſe Forgeries, who full 
of Spleen and Envy at their ſo ſudden Advancements, 
reveal'd all their Plot. in anger. 

Pye, Baſe Soldier, to reveal us. 

Wid. Ist poſſible we ſhould be blinded ſo, and ous 
Eyes opem: ? 28 

Neb, Widow, will you now believe that falſe, which 
too ſoon you believ'd true ? 

Mid. O, to my ſhame, I do. 

Sir God, But under Favour, my Lord) my Chain was 
truly loſt, and ſtrangely found again. 

Nob, Reſolve him of that, Soldier. 

Stir, In few words, Knight, then thou wert the Arch- 
Gull of all. a 
Sr God. How, Sir? 2-7. . 

Stir. Nay I'll prove it: For the Chain was but hid in 
the Roſemary- bank all this while, and thou gor'ſt him 
out of Priſon to conjure for it, who did it admirably 
fuſtianly, for indeed what needed any others, when he 
knew where it was? 

Sir God. O Villany of Villains! but how came my 
Chain there ? dee 
Stir. Where's Truly la, indeed la? he that wy 5 
| * 


Not that in theſe 1 
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Grear, but lie; be that will not ſteal, but rob: Pure x 
cholas Saint Anclings, 1155 

Sir Gad. O Villain! one of our ny” 
Deem'd always: holy, 
A Puritan, a Thief? ws was't ever — 19 
Sooner we'll killa Man, than ſteal, thou know'ſt. 
Out Slave, IM rend my Lion from thy Back 


With mine own Hands. 


Nich. Dear Maſter, oh. 
Neb. Nay Knight, dwell i in patience; 


And now, Widow, being ſo near the Church, were 


great pity, nay uncharity, to ſend you home again with- 
out a and: Draw near, you of true Wor State 
and Credit: That ſhould not ſtand fo far off from a Wi. 
dow, and ſuffer forged Shapes to come between you. 
emiſh the true Title of a Captain, 
or blot the fair Margent of a Scholar, for I honour wor. 
thy and deſerving parts in the orfe, and cheriſh fruitful 
Virtues in the other. Come Lady, and you Virgin, be- 
ſtow your Eyes and your pureſt Affections, upon Men 
of Eftimanon; both in Court and City, 1 
woed you, — both with their Hearts 5 and 
cerely love 

Sir God. Good Sifter, do: Sweet little Frank, theſe 
are men of Reputation, you ſhall be welcome at Court; 

a great Credit for a Citizen, ſweet Siſter. 

.Nob. Come, her ſilence does conſent to't. 

Wid. I know not with what Face. 

— 4 Pah, pah, with your owa Face, they deſire no 
ot 
Wid. Pardon me, worthy Sirs, I and my * 
bave your Loves. 
Muck, Tis eaſily pardon d, Lady, 
If you vouchfafe it now. 
| 2 With all my Soul. 

Fran. And I. with all my Heart. 


el And I, Sir John, with Soul, Heart, Lights 


and all. 


Si Ged. They are all mine, Moll. 


Nob. 


Widew of Watling · ſtreet. 333 
Neb. Now Lady: 

What honeſt Spirit, but will applaud your choice, 

And gladly furniſh oy with Hand and Voice ? 

A happy change, which makes een Heay'n rejoice. 
Come, enter in your Joys, you ſhall not want 

For Fathers, now I doubt it not, believe me, 

But that you ſhall have Hands enough to give ye. 
[LExennt omnes. 
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40 TL SCENE I. 


Enter Oliver, and Ralph, two Serving- men. 


OLIVER. 


Je IRRAH Ralph, m 

— in ſuch a pitiful ＋ 12 Tet — 

8 & the lo ſence of her Love. 

0. ky; Nagl. Why, can you blame ber? 

* 4 *. Fg * hanging longer on the Tree 

chan when they are ripe, makes ſo many 

row, viz, Mad Wenches, becauſe they are not ga- 
in time, are fain to drop of themſelves, and then 


us common you know for every Man to take them up. 
Vor. IX, P Oliu. 


— 


| = 
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Oliv. en ſayeſt true, tis common indeed, bu 
Sirrab, is neither our young Maſter return d, vor om 
Fellow Sam come from London ? 

Ralph. Neither of either, as the Puritan Bawd un 
lid 1 hear Cam, Sam's come, here tarry, come Wy 
now my Noſe-itches for News. * 

Oo., And To doch mine Elbow. © © © 

Sam calls within. Where are you there? 


Enter Sam, furniſh'd with things from London, 


Sam. Boy, look you walk my Horſe with Diſcretion, 
I have'rid him ſimply, I warrant his Skin ſticks to la 
Back with very Heat: if he ſhould catch Cold and ge 
_ the Cough of the Lungs, I were well ſerved, were! 
not? What, Ralph and Oliver? 

Amb. Honeſt. Fellow Sam, welcome faith, what 

Tricks haſt thou brought from London ? _ 
Sam. Nou ſee I amhang'd after the trueſt Faſhion, 
three Hats, and two Glaſſes bobbing upon them, two 
rebato Wyers upon my Breaſt, a Cap-caſe by my Side, 
. Hack, an Almanack in my Pocket, and 
Itads in my Codpiece. Nay, I am the true Pie 
a common Serving-man. 

Oliv. Ill ſwear thou art, thou may'lt ſet yp when 
thou wilt, there's many-a one begins wich lefs, I car 
tell thee, that proves a rich Man ere he dies; but what 
the News from London, Sam 2. 

Ralph.” Ry, that's well Taid, what is the News from 
London, Sirrah? My young | Miſtreſs keeps ſuch a pub 
ling for her Love. 


Sam. Why the more Fool Þy Fe the more Niany- 


banner The. | 1 

O. Why, Sam, wh 7 
Sam. Why, Axes mar Wi aig long ago 

An. 450 e ſeſt. 

Sam. Why, did you not know that till now? Why 
ke matried, ee his Wife, and has. two or. three Chil 
dren by ber. For vou mult note, that any Woman 
beats the more when, ſhe'is deaten. 
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Ralph, Ay, that's true, for ſhe bears the Blows. 
Oliv. b. Sieh. Sam, I would not for two Years Wages 
m oung Miſtreſs knew ſo much, ſhe'd run upon the 
1E bande hand of her Wit, and ne dor be her own Woman a- 


* And 1 think ſhe was bleſt in her Cradle, thathe 
neyer came in her Bed; why he has confumd all, 
pawn'd his Lands, and made his Univerſity Brother ftand 
in Wax for him: "There's a fine Phraſe for a Scriyener! 
pub, he owes more than his Skin is WR 

Oliv. Ist poſſible? a tg 

Sam. Nay, 1'll tell you Moreover, he calls his Wife 
Whore, as familiarly as one would call Moll and Dots 
and Children Baſtards, as naturally as can be 
what have we here? 1 - he 'ewas ſomething voll 
down my Breeches; 1 quite forgot my two ns: 
Sticks, theſe came ** ä now 1 en is 
here that comes from London. | 

Ou. Ay, far fetch'd you know,” | 

Sam. But fpeak in your Conſcience peaith, laws ade | 
we as good poking Sticks i'th*Country as need to be 
ich Fire? the mind of a thing is all, and as thou ln 
eyen now, far fetch'd are the beſt things for 

Oliv. Ay, and for Waiting-Gentlewomen too. 

Sam. But Ralph, is dur Heer ſoure this Thunder? | 

Ralph. No, no, it holds Countenance yet. 

Sam. Why then follow me, 'I teach you the knelt 
Humour to be drunk in, [ learn'd it at London laſt 
Week. 

Amb, Faith let's hear | it, ler $ * it. 

Sam. The braveſt Humour, twould do a Man good 
to be drunk in it, they call it knighting i in London, when 
they drink upon their Knees. 

Amb, Faith: that's excellent.” 

Sam. Come follow me, Pll give you al the Degrees 


© [Emennts 


P 2 Eat 


— - 


OY 


, 


ie. What will become of us: all will away. 


My Husband never ceaſes in Expence, 
Both to conſume his Credit and his Houſe; 
And 'tis ſet down by Heav'n's juſt Decree, 
That Riot's Child muſt needs be. ry. 
Are theſe the Virtues that his Youth did promiſe? 
Dice and voluptuous meetings, midnight Reyels, 
Taking his Bed with Surfeits; ill beſeeming 
The antient Honour of his Houſe and Name; 
And this not all, but that which kills me moſt, 
When be recounts his Loſſes and falſe Fortunes, 
The weakneſs of his State ſo much dejected, 
Nat as a Man repentant, but half mad, 
His Fortunes cannot anſwer his Expence, 
He ſits and ſullenly locks up his Arms, 
| ' Forgetting Heav'n, looks downward, which makes bim 
| | Appear ſo dreadiul, that he frights my Heart; 
Walks heavily, as if his Soul were Earth 
Not penitent for thoſe his Sins are paſt, 
But vext his Money cannot make them laſt : 
A fearful Melancholy, ungodly Sorrow. 
Oh yonder he comes, now in deſpight of Ills 
I'll ſpeak to him, and 1 will hear him ſpeak, 
And do my beſt to drive it from his Heart. 


Enter Hushand. 


1 


| 
| 
| . 
| - . Huſ., Pox of the laſt throw, it made 
Five hundred Angels vaniſh from my ſight. 
| I'm damn'd, I'm damn'd, the Angels have forſook me; 
Nay, tis certainly true; for he that has no Coin, 
| Is;damn'd'in' this World; he's gone, he's gone. 
' Wife. Dear Husband. 


Hef, Oh! moſt puniſhment of all, I have a Wife, 
Wife. 1 do intreat you, as you love your Soul, 

Tell me the Cauſe of this your Diſcontent, 

N 2 3 | 


Hu, 
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Huſ. A Vengeance ſtrip thee naked, thou art Cauſe, 

Effect, Quality, Property, thou, thou, thou. [ Exit. 
Wife. Bad 2 to worſe; | 

Both Beggary of the Soul and of the Body, 

And 1. unlike himſelf at firſt, | 

as if ſome vex ed Spirit'had- got his form upon him. 


Enter Husband a;ain. 


* 


He comes again, 
He ſays I am the Cauſe; I never yet 
Spoke leſs than Words of Duty and of Love. | 

Huſ. If. Marriage be honourable, then Cnckolds are 
honourable, for they cannot be made without Marriage. 
Fool, what meant I to marty to get Beggars! "A 
Now muſt my eldeſt Son be a Knave or nothing, he can- 
not live but upo'th Fool, for he will have no Land to 
maintain him; that Mortgage fits like a Snaffle upon 
mine Inheritance, and makes me chaw upon Iron. 

My ſecond Son ' muſt be a Promoter, and my third a 

Thief, or an Under · putter, a Slave Pander. 

Oh Beggary, Beggary, to what baſe uſes doth it put a Man. 
I think the Devil ſcorns to be a Baw d; J 
He bears himſelf more proudly, 

Has more Care on his Credit. 

Baſe, ſlaviſh, abject, filthy Poverty. 

Wife, Good Sir, by all our Vows I do befeech you, 
Shew me the true Cauſe of your Diſcontent. | 
Huſ. Money, Money, Money, and thou muſt ſupply me 

Wife, Alas, I am the leaſt Cauſe of your Diſcontent, 
Yet what is mine, either in Rings or Jewels, 

Uſe to your own deſire, but I beſeech you, 
Is you are a Gentleman by many Bloods, 
e; Tho I my ſelf be out of your Reſpect, 

Think on the State of thoſe three lovely Boys 
You have been Father to. | 

Huſ. Pub, Baſtards, Baſtards, Baſtards, begot in tricks, 
begot in tricks. 8 

Wife. Heav'n knows how thoſe Words wrong me, 

But Vll endure theſe Griefs among a thouſand more: . 
| 7's O 


x 
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Oh call to mind your — — — 
Four ſelf wound into Debt, yo A. 
At the Univerſity into Bonds —.— ae 
Like to be ſeja d upon. And 

Huſ. Ha'done, thou Harlot, 

Whom: tho for Faſhion 1: — | | 
I never could abide. Think'ſt thou © Words 
Shall kill my Pleaſure? Fall uff to thy Friends, 
Thou and thy Baſtards beg, I will not bate 
A whit in Humour: Midnight till I love you, 
And revel in your Company; eurb'din? 
Shall it be ſaid in all Societies, 
That I broke Cuſtom? that I flag'd in Money? 
No, thoſe thy Jewels I wil * 92 891. 


As when my State was * | 

ißt. Be it ſo. | 
_ Nay, I proteſt, and take that for an res 

[He ſpurns her 

1 will for oer held thee in Conrempe; , 

And never touch the Sheets that cover thee, 

But be divorc'd'in Bed, till thou conſent 

Thy Dowry ſhall be fold, to give new Life 

Unto thoſe Pleaſures which 1 moſt affect. 

Wife. Sir, do but turn a gentle Eye on me, 
And what the Law ſhall give me leave to do, 
You ſhall command. 

Huf. Look it be done, ſhall 1 want Puſt, 

And like a Slave wear nothing in my Pockets, 

old his Hands in his Poc lei. 

Bae my Hands to fill them up with Nails? 

Oh much againſt my Blood, let it be done, 

I was never made to be a Looker- on z 

A Bawd to Dice; I'll ſhake the Drabs my elf, 

And make them yield ; 1 fay, look it be done. 
Wife. 1 take my leave, it ſhall. 5 dt: — 
Huſ. Speedily, eedily y; I hate the very Hour I choſe 

a ws 2 "Trouble. Trouble; three Children like three 

Evils hang upon me, fy, iy, fy, Strumpet and Baſtards, 

Strumpet 1 e ne 
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Enter three Gentlemen, hearing kites 


1 Gent, Still do theſe loathſome Thoughts jar on your 
Tongue ? | | , | 
Your ſelf to ſtain the Honour of your Wife, 
Nobly deſcended; thoſe whom Men call mad, 
Endanger others, but he's more than mad | 
That wounds himſelf, whoſe own Words 
Do proclaim it is not fit, I pray forſake it. 
2 Gent, Good Sir, let Modeſty reprove you. 
3 Gent, Let honeſt Kindneſs ſway ſo much with yon. 


Huſ, God den, I thank you, Sir, how do you? 


adieu, 
I am glad to ſee you, farewel Inſtructions, Admonitions. 
| LE xount Gent. 


Enter 4 Srvant, 


How now, Sirrah ? what would you? 

Kr. Only to certify you, Sir, that my Miſtreſs was 
met by the way, by them who were ſent for her up to 
London by her honourable Uncle, your Worſhip's late 
Guardian, 

Huſ. So, Sir, then ſhe is gone, and ſo may you be, 
But let her look the thing be done ſhe wots of, 

Or Hell will ſtand more pleaſant than her Houſe at 
home, [Exit Servants 


. Enter a Gentleman. 


Gent, Well or ill met, I care not. 

Huſ. No, nor 1. 

Gent. I am come with Confidence to chide you. 

Huſ. Who me? chide me? do't finely then, let it not 
move me; for if thou chid'ſt me angry, I ſball ſtrike. 

Gent. Strike thine own Follies, for it is they | 


Deſerve to be well beaten : we are now in private, 


There's none but thou and I ; thou art fond and peeviſh, 
An unclean Rioter, thy Lands and Credit ; 
P 4 Lie 
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ow both ſick of a Conſumption, 
I am ſorry for thee ; that Man ſpends with ſhame, 
That with his Riches doth conſume his Name 
And ſuch art thou. | 
H/. Peace. 
Gent. No, thou ſhalt hear nie farther. 
Thy Father's and Forcyathers worthy Honours, 
Which were our Country Monuments, our Grace, 
Follies in thee begin now to deface. 
The Spring-time of thy Youth did fairly promiſe 
Such a moſt fruitful Summer to thy Friends, 
A ſcarce can enter into Mens Beliefs, 
Such Dearths ſhould hang on thee, we that ſee it 
Are ſorry to believe it; in thy Change, 
This Voice into all places will be hurl'd, 
Thou and the Devil has deceiy'd the World, 
Huſ. 1'll not endure thee. 
Gent. But of all the worſt, 
Thy virtuous Wife, right honourably allied, 
Thou haſt proclaim'd a Strumpet. 
Hu. Nay then I know thee, 
Thou art her Champion thou, her private Friend, 
The * wot ou. 
Gent. O ignoble T ht, 
I am 282 my patient „ ſhall I ſtand idle 
ee my Reputation touch ' d to death ? 
wy This has 1 5 you, has it ? 
Sent. No, Monſter, I prove 
My Thoughts did only tend to virtuous Love. 
At: Love of her Virtues? there it goes. 
Gent. Baſe Spirit, to lay thy hate upon 
The fruitful Honour of thine own Bed. 


[They fight, and the Husband is hurt 


Huf. Oh. 
- Gent. Wilt thou yield it yet. 
Huſ. Sir, Sir, I have not done with you. 


Gent. I hope, nor ne'er ſhall do. [ Fight again. 
Huſ. Have you got 1 ? are you in cunning with 


X me? 


Gent. 


„ „ „ fs =? wer! 
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Gent. No, plain and right. 
He needs no _— that for Truth doth ebe bs. 4} 
t [Husband falls down: 
Hul. Hard ae am I levell'd wich the Ground ? 
Gent. Now, Sir, you lie at Mercy. 
Huſ. Ay, you Slave. 
Gent, Alas chat hate ſhould bring us to our Grave. 
You ſee, my Swords not thirſty for your Life, 
1 am ſorrier for your Wound, than you your ſelf: 
You're of a virtuous Houle, ſhew virtuous Deeds, 
'Tis not your Honour, tis your Folly bleeds. 
Much good has been expected in your Life, 
Cancel not all Mens hopes ; you have a Wife, 
Kind and obedient, heap not wrongful ſhame 
On her and your Poſterity; let only Sin be ſore, 
And by this Fall, riſe never to fall more. NYE 
And ſo I leave you. Exit. 
Huſ. Has the Dog left me 2 | 
After his Tooth has left me? Oh, my Heart 
you! fain leap after him, Revenge I ſay, 
m mad to be reveng d; my Strumpet Wite, 
I is thy.Quarrel that rips thus my Fleſh, 
And makes my Breaſt pit Blood, but thou ſhalt bleed; 
Vanquiſh d? got down: unable een to ſpeak ? 
Surely tis want L. Money makes Men weak, 


Ay, 'twas that o erthrew me, I'd ne er been * 7 
*. 


Enter Wift'in a riding Suit, with a Serving man. 
Ser. Faith, Miſtreſs, if it may not be Preſumption 
In me to tell you ſo, for his Excuſe 


You had ſmall Reaſon, knowing his abuſe, 
Wife. 1 grant I had, but alas, 


'Why ſhould our Faults at home be ſpread abroad} 


'Tis Grief enough within Doors; at ficſt ſight 
Mine Uncle could run o'er his prodigal Life 
As perfectly, as if his ſerious Eye 
Had number'd all his Follies : 
Kney of his mortgag'd Lands, his Friends in Bonds, 
P 5 Hime 
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- Himſelf wither'd with Debt; and in that minute - 


A Yorkſhire 2. 0 


Had I added his Uſage and Uokindn 


ea, Daene 


Twould have confounded every Thought of — 5 f 


Where now, fathering his Ridts in his Tomk, 

Which Time and tame Experience will hake olf. 
Gueſſing his Kindneſs to me (as I. — _ 
With all the skill 1 had) tha his deſerts 

Are in form uglier than an 'd Bear, 

He's to prefer him to fome Office! 
And Place at Court! A good and ſure Relief .  _ 
To all his Fortunes, twill be a means, I * 
To make new. League — ee 

His Virtues with his Lands. 

Ser. I ſhould think ſo: Mittrefs, if he ſhould nor now 
be kind to you, and love you, and cheriſh you up, [ 
thould think the Devil himſelf kept open Houſe in him, 

Fife. I doubt not but he — now. + #5007 _—_ me, 
I think I hear him coming. 90] od. 
Ser. I'm gone. 4 uy „Eri 

Wife. By this means erve 
And — Hurband out of berge. ny ops 
Now there is no need of Sale, my Uncle's kind, 

I hope, if ought, this will content his Mind. 
Here comes my Huband. 


| Enter Hesband. 


Now, are you come ? where's the Money? Let's 
ſee ihe Money, is the Rubbiſh ſold ?. thoſe Wile-akers 
your Lands, why then, the Money, where is it? pour 
it down, down wih it, down-wih it: I ſay pour't on 
the Ground, let's ſee it, let's fee it, 

Wife. Good Sir, keep but in patience, and I hope 
My Words ſhall like you well, I bring you better 
2 than the ſale of my Dowry. Li 

Huſ. Ha, what's that? | 

Wife, Pray do not fright me, -Sir, bir vouchſafe me 
hearing. My Uncle, glad of your Kindneſs to me and 
mild "P; inn it 1 hath in-piy of 

your 


— ol 


ee AA oo t@©@ hh ©. *©@ a _ vv þJ.,0& 


— 
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declining Fortunes, ided a place fo 
Zr 


me- | F 
Huſ. Out on thee, Filth, over and overjoy'd, 
When I'm in Torment,  TSpurns her. 


Thou politick Whore, ſubtiller than nine Devils, was 
this thy Journey to Nwunck, to ſet down the Hiftory of 
me, my State and Fortunes ? 
Shall I, that dedicated my ſelf to Pleaſure, be now con- 
fin'd in Service to crouch, and ſtand like an old Man 
ih Hams, my Hat off? I that could never abide to un- 
cover my Head i'th' Church, baſe Slut, this Fruit bears 
thy Complaints. 7 | 
Wife. Oh, Heav'n knows, 
That my Complaints were Praiſes and beft Words 
Of you, and your Eſtate z only my Friends 


Knew of your 'd Lands, and were poſſeſt 
ent —— came. & | 


Of every Accid 

If you ſuſpe@ it but a Plot in me * 2 

To keep my Dowry, or for mine own good, 

Or my poor Childrens (tho it ſuits a Mother 

To ſhew a natural care in their Reliefs) 

Yet I'll forget my ſelf to calm your Blood; 

Conſume it, as your Pleaſure counſels you, 

And all I wiſh, e'en Clemency affords, | | 

Give me but pleaſant Looks, and modeſt Words, 

Huſ. Money, Whore, Money, or Ill © 
11 F [bras bis Dagger. 


Enter a Srruant hoflily. 199? 7 3 


What the Devil! How now? thy haſty News? 

Ser. May it pleaſe you, Sir, nne e 
| Buſ. What, may I not look upon my Dagger? © © 
Speak, Villain, or I will execute the Point on thee :; 


W 

[ 
n. 
e, 
. 
6 


. . - - 


1 


Quick, ſhort, n nu N 
Ser. Why, Sir, a Gentleman from the Univerſiey ſtays 

below to ſpeak with you. 210! 150181 004416 Ht! 0 
Huſ. From the Univerſity ? ſo, Univerſity, 9 

| That long Word runs thro* me. [Exiei 


Wife» 
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.. Wife. Was ever Wife ſo wretchedly beſet ? 
Had not this News ſtep'd in between, the Poind 
Had offered Violence unto my Breaſt. 

That which ſome Women call great miſery, 
Would ſhew but little here, would ſcarce be ſeen 
Among my miſeries: I may compare 
For wretched Fortunes, with all Wives that are: 
Nothing will pleaſe him, until all be nothing. 
He calls it Slavery to be prefer'd, br 

Place of Credit, a baſe Servitude. 


What ſball become of me, and my poor Children? 

7 here, and one at Nurſe, my pretty Beggars, 
ſee how Ruin with a palſy Hand : 

Begins to ſhake the ancient Seat to Duſt :. |, 

The heavy weight of Sorrow draws my Lids 

Over my darkiſh Eyes: 1-can ſcarce ſee; 

Thus.Grief will.Jaſt, it wakes and ſleeps with me. 


Enter the Husband with the Maſter of the. College. 


Huſ. Pleaſe you draw near, Sir, you're exceeding 
welcome. | | 

Maft, Thats my doubt, I fear I come not to be wel 
come. 

Heuf. Yes, howſoever; 

Mafſt.." Tis not my faſhion, Sir,, to dwell in long Cir- 
eumſtance, but to be plain and effeQual; therefore to 
We Purpoſe. | | 

The cauſe of my ſetting forth was piteous and lamen- 
table; that hopeful young Gentleman your Brother, 
whoſe Virtues we all love dearly, thro' your Default and 
unnaturaE Negligence, lies in Bond executed for your 
Debt, a Priſoner, all his Studies amas'd, his Hope ſtruck 
dead, andthe Pride of his Youth 
Clouds of, Oppreſſion. 
Hu. Hum, hum, hum. 7 


e. O. von have killed the towardeft hope of all 


aut Univerſity, wherefore without Repentance and A- 
mends, exgect ponterous and ſudden Judgments to 
fall gricyoully upon you;. your Brother, a Man who = 


muffled in theſe dark 


oo tw ww oo mc. 


my Brother, mighty, mighty, mighty, mighty Wrongs. 
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fted in his Divine Employments, and might have made 

ten thouſand Souls fit for Heayen, your cars» 
leſs courſes caſt into Priſon, which you muſt anſwer 
for, and aſſure your Spiris it will come home at 


I © God; oh 
1 Men think ill of you, others ſpeak ill 


no Man loves nay, even thoſe whom. Ho- 
condemns, condemn you; and take this from 

2 Affection r our Brother, 
ſor rous Hour, T . quiet Sleep, con- 
tented Walks, nor - thing makes Man per- 
fect, till you redeem him: What is your Anſwer ? 
how will you beſtow him? upon deſperate Miſery, 
or better. hopes? I ſuffer till L hear your Anſwer.. 
Huſ. Sir, you. have much wrought with me, I feel 
you in my Soul, wedge” azar fepagi any | | 
I never had Senſe till now; your Syllables have 
cleft me, both for your Words Pains I thank you 
I cannot but acknow grievous Wrongs done to 


Within 


Enter à Serving-man. 


Huf.” Fill me a Bowl of Wine, Alas, poor Brother, 
Bruis'd with an Execution for my ſake. | 

Maſl, A bruiſe indeed makes many a mortal Sore, 
Till the Grave cure them, 


Enter with Wines 


Huſ. Sir; I begin to you, , you've chid yous welcomes 
Maſt, 1 could have wiſht it better for your ſake, 

I pledge you, Sir, to the kind Man in Priſon. 
Huf. Let it be ſo, 

Now, Sir, if you pleaſe to ſpend but a few Minutes in 


walking about my Grounds below, my Man ſhall here 


attend jou; I doubt not but by that time to at” 


IS 
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of a ſufficient anſwer, and therein my Brother fully ſa 
ET e en NEST el HY doe Hager: 16 
Au. Good Sir, in that the Angels would be pleaſed 
And the World's murmurs ealm d, and 1 ſhould fay, 
I ſet forth then upon a lucky Day. [Exit 
Hu. © thou confuſed Man, thy. pleaſant Sins have 
undone thee, thy Damnation has d thee. That 
Heay*n ſhould ſay we muſt not ſin, and yet made 
Women : Gives our Senſes way to find Pleaſure, which 
deing found, conſounds us, why ſhould we know thoſe 
s'fo much miſuſe us? Q would Vinue had been 
forbidden, we ſhould then have prov'd all virtuous, for 
tis onr Blood to love what we are forbidden, what Man 
would have been forbidden, what Man would have 
been fool to a Beaft, and zany to a Swine, to ſhew 
tricks in the mire } what is there in three Dice, to make 
a Man draw thrice three thouſand Acres into the com- 
piſs of # line round Table, and wich the Gentleman“ 
Palfy in the Hand, ſhake out bis Poſterity, Thieves or 
Beggars? *Fis dene, 1 have don Ifaith; Terrible, 
—_ Miſery, ——how well was J teſt, very well, very 
wW 21982 31231 

My Lands ſhew'd like a Full Moon about me, but 
now the Moon's in the laſt Quarter, waining, waining, 
and I am mad to think that Moon was mine; mine 
and my Father's, and my Fore-fathers Generations, 
Generations, down goes the Houſe of us, down, down 
it ſinks: Now' is the name a Beogar, begs in me that 
Name hundreds of Years has made this Shire famous; 
in me and my Poſterity runs out. 

In my Seed five are made miſerable beſide my felf, 
my Riot is now my Brother's Jaylor, my Wife's ſighing, 
my three Boys penury, and mine own Confuſion, 
eee eee e tear, his Hair. 
Why fits my Hairs upon my curſed Head“ 
Will not this Poiſon ſcatter them ? oh my Brother's 
In Execution among Devils that ſtreteh him: 
And make him give; and I in want, 
Not able for to Rye, vor to redeem him, 
Divines and dying Men may talk of Hell, 


* 
* © 
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But. in my Heart har ſeveral- er 2 bo 
Slay 9 da in this caſe Tn QUE L 
Would not Feten wpen bieSoul,: Kye 1. 
Pawn his Salvation, lives at Inteteſt ??? 


ein, 
e 


nat 
de 
ich 
fe 
en 
or 
in 
e 
* 
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For me to want, exceeds the throes of Hell. 
Enter his little Sen, with a Top . 


Sen. What ail you, Father; are you. dog well? I can- 
not fcourpe my Tap as lang as Jou ſtand ſo: You take 

up all the Rom with your wide Legs 1 puh, you. cannot 
= me ain with Wa 1 ſa * W nor Bug- 
bears. 

[He takes up the Child. by the Skirs of bis long Cont in 
ene Hand, and draws his Dagger with the other. 

Huſ. Up, Sir, for here thou haſt no Inheritance left, 

Son. — what will you do. n. 1 am youu white 


PE Thou ale be my red Boy, wake that.” NF 
0 le, 
Son. Oh, you burt me, Father, 11 
: My eldeſt Beggar, thou ſhale not live- to ask un 
Uſurer Bread, to cry at a great Man's Gate, or follow, 
Good your Honour, by a Rach, no, nor your Bro- 
ther: Tis Charity to brain ou. a 
Son. How ſhall I learn now my Head 3 bo 7 
Huſß Bleed, bleed, rather than beg, . ($44 hw 
Be not thy Name's Diſgrace : 1. 002 K 
Spurn thou thy Fortunes firſt, if they be biko ) u 
Come view thy ſecond Brother; Fates, * 
My Childrens Blood ſhall ſpin into your Faces 
You ſhall ſee, 
How confidently weſcorn Beggary, [Exit with his . 


Enter a Maid with a Child in her Arms, the Mother 
by her aſleep. ( 


oo Sleep, {rect Babe, Sorrow makes thy Mother 
eep, 
. 1 


I, that did ever in abundanee dwell, - 9 tv, 26 4 | ga or 


, Boy, thy hopes t haye been ter, 
"Tis at Dice, OY OR won, - .. 
Hard 1 Father plays away the e 6B 214] 21 7 
232 but e bib 154: Ill . 


> nr Band with «By . | 


. Whore, give 8 

. 1 
- Maid. Oh. hel 121 out alas, murder, murder; 
Aa. Are you 


ti de 
I'll break your Cas Gur ilk your? — 


Down Stairs; tumble, rumble, head! 
| c "i her down, 
So, the ſureſt way to charm a Woman » Tongue, 


* break her Neck, a Politician did it. 
Mother, Mother, I am kill'd, Mother, | 
(8 Wife np 30g and catcherh up ths younget Child. 
Ha, who's that cry'd? O we my Children, 
f,. Strumpet, ' et go t , Beggar. 
5 we O my ſweet — 1 
N N, Fikh; Harlot.. | 
Wife. Oh, what will you do, dear nr 4 
Huſ. Give me the Baſtard. | 
Ni. Your own ſweet Boy. 4 | 
Haſ. There are too many Beggars. | 
Wife. Good my Husband. 
Huſ. Doſt thou prevent me (till ?- 
2 Oh God! 
Haſ. Have at his Heart. 
[ab, at the Child in her Arms, and gets it from her 
Wife. Oh my dear Boy. 
Daf. Brat, thou ſhalt not live to ſhame thy Houſe, 
Wife, Oh Heaw'n. [She is hurt, and ſinks down. 
Huf. And periſh, now be gone, 
There's Whores enough, and Want would make thee 
* | - _ Enter 


wed dS x C44 TA 
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Enter a lufly Servant. © : 


Str. O Sir, what Deeds are theſe ? 
Hu. Baſe Slave, my Vaffal, 
Com'ſt thou between my fury to queſtion me ? 

r. Were you the Devil, I would hold you, Sir. 
Huſ. Hold me? Preſumption, 1'll undo thee for it. 
Ser. Sblood, you have undone us all, Sir. 

Huf. Tug at thy Maſter ? 
8er. Tag at a Monſter. . 
Hef Have I no Power? ſhall my Slave fetter me? 
Ser. Nay then the Devil wreſtles, I am thrown. _ 
[ Husband overcomes him. 
2 Villain, now I'll tug thee, now III tear 
ee, | 
Set quick Spurs to my Vaſſal, bruiſe him, trample him; 
So, I think thou wilt not follow me in haſte, 
My Horſe ſtands ready ſadled, away, away, 
Now to my Brat at Nurſe, my ſucking Beggar, 
Fates, I'll not leave you one to trample on. . 
| EThe Maſter meets him, 
Mat. How is't with you Sir, methinks yon look of a 
diſtracted Colour. 
Heſ. Who, 1 Sir ? *tis but your fancy, 
Pleaſe you walk in, Sir, and I'll ſoon reſolve you, 
I want one ſmall ou to make up the Sum; 
And then my Brother ſhall reſt ſatisfied. | 

Maſt, 1 be glad to ſee it, Sir, I'll attend you 

| 5 I[Exeunt. 

Ser. Oh I am ſcarce able to heave up my ſelf, 
He has ſo bruis'd me with his deviliſh weight, 
And torn my Fleſh with his Blood-haſty Spur, 

A Man before of eaſy Conſtitution, | 
Till now Hell's Power ſupplied, to his Soul's wrong, 
Oh how Damnation can make weak Men ſtrong > 


L 


Enter 
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Enter Maſter and two. Servants. - WC 


Ser, Oh the moſt piteous Deed, Sir, ſince 

Maſi, A deadly — bath be ſumm'd 
To ſatisfy his Brother ? here's. another, 
And by theſe bleeding Infant, the dead Mather, 
__ Wife, Ob, ob. 

Maft. Surgeons, Surgeons, ſhe recovers Life, 
One of bis M Men all faint and bloodied. 

Ser. Follow, our murderous. Maſter has took Horſe 
To kill his Child at Nurſe, oh follow quickly. 


came, 
up theſe 


Maſt. 1 am the readieſt, n M 
Jo: rae the Town upon — 

1 be Good Sir follow him 6 

Wife. Oh my. Children. D 


1 Ser, How 272 moſt afflicted Miſtreſs ? 
Wits, W do I now recover ? why half live 2 
To ſee my ten bleed before mine Eyes, 

A ſight, Ale to kill a Mother's Breaſt without 
AnExecutionerz what, art thou mangled too ? 

„ D Sr. ky thinking. ta prevent Nhat his quick Miſchieſi 
Had ſo ſoon ated, came and ruſht upon; him, 
We ſtruggled, but a ſouler Qreopth-thap bis 
O'erthrew-me with his Arms, then he did bruiſe me, 
And rent my Fleſb, and rob d me of my Hair, 

Like a Man mad in Execution, 

Mage me-unfit to riſe and follow him. 

Wife. What is it hath beguil'd him of all Grace, 
And ſtole away Humanity his Breaſt? _ 

To ſlay his Children, purpos d to kill his Wife, 

And ſpoil his Servants. 


mn ww ci 


Both, Pleaſe you leave this accurſed Place, 
A Surgeon waits within. 
. Wife. Willing to leave it; 
"Tis guilty of ſweet Blood, innocent Blood, OR 
er 
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Murder hath took this Chamber with full Hands, 
And will not out a- long as the r e [Exount 
L 


Enter Husband, as bing thrown of his Hor, and fl 


Huſ. Oh ſtumbling Jade, the "rm overtake the, 

The fiſty Diſeaſes ftop thee: 

Oh, I am ſorely bruis'd, Plague founder = 

Thou run I at eaſe and eaſure Heart of chance, 

To throw me now, within a flight o'th' Town, 

In ſuch plain even Ground, 

'Sfoot, a Man may dice __ it, and A away the 
Meadows, ah filthy Beaſt. 

Cry within. Follow, follow; follow. 

Euſ. Ha l 1 hear ſounds of Men; like Hye ang c 
Up, up, and ſtruggle io my Horſe, make on, a 
* that little Beggar, and all's done. 

Cry within. Here this way, this way. 

Huſ. At my Back ? ob, 

What Fate have I, my Limbs deny me to ge, 
My Will is bated, Beggary claims a part, ab 
Oh I could here reach to the Infant' s Heart, 2 


Enter Maſter of the College, three We and ** 
with Hallerds. 


All. Here, here, yonder, yonder. 
Maſt. Unnatural, flinty, more that barbarous, 
The Seythians in their marble-hearted Fates, 
Could not have ated more'remorſcleſs Deeds 
In their relentleſs Natures, - than theſe of thine : 
Was this the anſwer I long waited on, analy. 
The Satisfaction for thy priſon'd Brother ? “1. WWW. 
Huſ. He can have no more of us than our Skins, 
And ſome of them want but fledi 
1 Gent, Great Sins have made him impudent, ' 
Maſe. He's ſhed ' ſo much Blood, that he cannot bluſh. 
2 Gent, Away with him, bear hem t6' n 
A Gentleman of Worſhip dwells at bind, 1 
There ſhall his Det be bannt. 9794 
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Why all the better, 
gion tis to have my AAtion known, 
I grieve for nothing, but I miſs d of one. 


A. There's little of a Father in that Grief : Vo. 
Bear him away. 


nter a xb 8 777 ae 


Tba 
4 . Endanger'd ſo his Wife, murder'd his Oh 
I Gent. 80 the goes. 
Knight. I am ſorry Je er knew him, 
That ever he took Life and natural Being 1 
From ſuch an honour'd Stock, and fair Deſcent, tor! 
Till this black minute without Stain AE: me 
1 Gent. Here come the Men. a | 
Enter the Maſter of the College, and is reft, with the 
Priſoner, 
Knight. The ent of his Houſe 1 km fo ba 
this time, Tha, Seve place of Juſtice... rin N. 
Maſi. Pleaſe you, Sir. M 
Knight, Do not repeat it twice, I know too much. A 


Would it had ne'er been thought on. 
Sir, I bleed for you. 
1 Gent. Your Father's Sorrows are alive in me: 
What made you fhew ſuch monſtrous Cruelty ? 
In a word, Sir, & 
I have conſum d all, plaid away long Acre, 
And I thought it the charimbleſt Deed I could do 
To cozen Beggary, aud knock my Houle oh Head. 
Knight. Ido not think but in to-morrow's Judgment, 
The Terror wil lit cloſer to your Soul, 
When the dread T 


mod 


hought of Death remembers vou: 
To further which, take this ſad Voice from mo, 
Never was 26. plaid more unnanral. Neelie 
IA. I thank you, Sir. 

Knight, Go lead him to the Jak 
--> whats ny Selb 
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Huſ. Come, come, away wich me. (Exit. Priſoner. 
Maft,' Sir, you deſerve the Worſhip of your place, 
Vould all did ſoz in you the Law is Grace. 
Knight. It is my wiſh it ſhould befo 
Ruinous Man, the Deſolation of his Houſe, 
The blot upon his Predeceſſors honour'd Name. 
That Man is neareſt ſhame, that is paſt ſhame. 


Ester Husband with the Officers, the Maſter and 
Gentlemen, as going by his . 


Huſ. 1 am right againſt my Houſe, Sear of my lues 
tors; I hear my Viſe's alive, but much endangered; let 
me intreat to ſpeak with her before the Priſon gripe me. 

Enter bis Wife, brought in a Cha: 


Gent, See the comes of her ſelf. 


Ee 


2 O my ſweet Husband, my dear difteſed Huſ 1 


Now in the Hands of unrelenting Laws, 

* greateſt Sorrow, my extreameſt Bleoding 3 
Ab! my Soul bleeds. 

Huſ. How now? kind to me? 
Did not I wound thee, leave thee for dead ? 

Wife, Tut, far greater Wounds did my Breaſt anc. 
Unkindneſs ſtrikes a deeper Wound than Steel, 
You have been ſtill unkind to me. 

Huſ. Faith, and ſo I think I have; 
I did my Murders roughly out of Hand, 
Deſperate and ſudden; but thou haſt deyis'd 
A fine way now to kill me, thou baſt given my Eyes 
Seven wounds apiece; now glides the Devil from n. 7 
Departs at every joint, heaves up my N ails, 
O catch him new Torments, that were ne'er inv 
Bind him one thouſand more, you bleſſed Angels, 
In that bottomleſs Pit, let him not — * 
To make Men act unnatural T 
To ſpread into a Father, and in uy, 
Make him bis Childrens Executioner, 


: 
. * 
I 


9 1 Vorkſbies Matech 
Lunden his Fife, his Servants; andrwho note? * 
For gon Man's dark, "whore: Heav'm is ou obe. , 
x my repentant Husband 1 

Hu. My — * whom 1 — a — 
For death I and for this I have long d. 

e * de ſlur” 'd, 2 bau 0 
If the Law could forgive as ſoon as l * 


1% > 3 laid Out, 
Hu. What Sight, n PR ly 
IWife. O our two bleeding Boys 

Lane upon the Threſhold. 8 . 
* . ee n a Roar 


O © were it lawful that your pretty Souls l 
Might look ſram Heavin into your Father's Eyes, 1 
Then ſhould you ſee the penitent im Glaſſes melt, 7 
And both 0 Murders hoot upon my Cheeks. 7 
_ Aur yan art playing in the Angels Laps, ; 


= wil 251 look on = 
Who void of Grace, kil'd jou an|beggary; 
O that I might my wiſhes now attain, | 
I ſhould — wiſh you living were again, 
Tho I did beg with you; »which thing 4 fear'd, 
O *twas the Eneniy my Fes ſo blear'd. 
O would\you cauld pray dea n me to forgive, 
That will Sudinepentant le. 
Wi. It makes me eden forgeralbother Sorrows, 
And leave part with; this. 
-  , Offi. Come, wil yen go? q 
Huſ: I'll kik the Blaod.L fpitr, and then ll go, 
My Souliis bloodied, wellimay:rniy Lips be ſo. 
Farewel, dear Wife, nom thou and + mutt _ 
I of thy wrongs repent 3 1 
Wife. O ftay, thou 
. muſt be i 


Hu. Thats tbudin * 
ert e bloody Aſhes of mylBoys, 


My Punilhments . 
. 22 L ! Gd £2: Let 


m 


Let every Father look well into his Deeds, 
And then their Heirs may proſper, while mine bleeds. 
LExit Husband with Officers. 
Wife. More wretched am I now in this diſtreſs, 
Than former Sorrows made me. 
Maſi. O kind Wife, be comforted, 
One joy is yet unmurdered, 
You have a Boy at Nurſe, your Joy's in him. 
Wife. Dearer than all is my poor Husband's Life : 
Heay'n give my Body ſtrength, which is yet faint 
Wich much expence of Blood, and I will kneel, 
Sue for his Life, number up all my Friends 
To plead for pardon for my dear Husband's Life. 
Maſt, Was it in Man to wound ſo kind a Creature? 
I'll ever praiſe a Woman for thy ſake, 
I muſt return with grief, my anſwer's ſet, 
I ſhall bring News weighs heavier than the Debt. 
Two Brothers; the one in Bond lies overthrown, 
This on a deadlier Execution, [Exeunt omnes. 
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Dramatis Perſons, 


27; " King of Britain 


Locrine, 

Camber 3. $6 Sons ER —_ -_ 

- Albana&, | Y * 84 
_ Eorineius, B t FA 7 Der c 
Aſſarachus, 7 e us. 


Thrafimachus, Corineius his Son. 
Debon, an older Officer. 

Humber, King of the Seythians,, 5 
Hubba, his Son. 3 +3 — 
Fhraſſier, a Scythian C Commander. 

Strumbo, 


F —_—— En 

Guendeline, leid Bis yo 8 A, married , 
to Locrine. , 

- Efrrild, Humber's Wife. 904 ; 


Ate, ebe Goddeſs of id . 
Ghoſts of AlbanaQ, and Corineius. 
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Dumb Shew. 
Enter Ate, with Thunder and Lightning, all in black, 
| with a burning Torch in one Hand, and a bloody Sword 7 
1 in the other Hand; and preſently let there come, forth. 
| a Lion running after a Bear, then come forth an 
Archer, who muſs kill the Lion in 4 dumb aaa. 2 
then depart. Remain Ate, 


K 
In panam ſeftatur & Umbra. 


N 55 


Mighty Lion Ruler of the Woods, | * 
of wondrous Strength and great Pro. 


S fe. . portion, 
0. "With hideous Noiſe, ſcaring the tem · 
Ns lo bling. Trees, © 

op With > yall: Clamours ſhaking all the 


. + .. Earth, 
Trayerſt the Groyes, and chac'd che wandring Beaſts: 
Q2 Long 


— ny 
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364 The Tragedy of Locrine. 
Long did he range among the ſhady T 
And drave the filly Beaſts before his Face, 
When from out a thorny Buſh 

A dreadful Archer with his Bow ybent, 

| Weunded the Lion with a diſmal Shaft, 

So he him ſtrook, that it drew forth the Blood, 

And fill'd his furious Heart with fretting Ire; 

But all in vain he threatneth Teeth.and Paws, 

And ſparklgh Fire from forth his flaming Eyes, 

For the ſharp ſhaft gave him a mortal Wound, 

- So-valiant Bram, the Terror of the World, 

Whoſe only looks did ſcare his Enemies, 

The Archer Death brought to his lateſt end. 

O what may long abide above this Ground, 

In State of Bliſs and healthful Happineſs ! [Exit, 


* - 


SCENE. II. 

Euter Brutus carried in 4 Chair, Locrine; Camber, Al. 
banact, Corineius, Guendeline, Aſſaracus, Debon, 
and Thraſimac 


o 
- 


. - - 


. 
>» 


"Bru. Moft loyal Lords, and faithful Followers 
That have with me, anworthy General, 
Paſſed the greedy Gulf of th Ocean; 
Leaving the Confines of fair Italy. 
Behold; your Brutus draweth nigh his end, 
And I muſt leave you, tho againſt my Will; 
My Sinews ſhrunk, my number'd Senſes fail, 
A chilling cold poſſeſſeth all my Bones, 
Black ugly Death with Viſage pale and wan, 
Preſents himſelf before my dazled Eyes, 
And with his Dart prepared is'to firike ; / | 
Theſe Arms, my Lords, theſe nevtr-daunted-Arms, 
That oft have quell'#the Courage of my Foes, \ 
nd cke diſmay'd my Neighbour's Arrogance, 
ow yield to Death, o erlaid with ed Age, 
Devoid of Strength and of their proper Force; 
Even asthe lafty Cedar worn wh Years, ” 
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The Tragedy of Locrine. 365 
Fhat far abroad her dainty Odour throws, 
Mongſt all the Daughters of proud Lebanon. 
This Heart, my Lords, this ne'er-appalled Heart, 
That was a Terror to the bordering Lands, 
A doleful Scourge unto my neighbour Kings, 
Now by the Weapons of unpartial Death 
Is clove aſunder, and bereft of Life: 
As when the facred Oak with Thunderbolts, 
Sent from the fiery Circuit of the Heav'ns, 
Sliding along the Air's celeſtial Vaults, 
Is rent and cloven to the very Roots. 
In vain therefore I gle with this Foe, 


Then welcome Death, ſince God will have it ſo, 


Aſſar. Alas my Lord, we ſorrow at your Caſe, 
And grieve to ſee your Perſon vexed thus; 
But whatſoe'er the Fates determin'd have, 
It lieth not in us to diſannulz.._ 
And he that would annihilate his Mind, 
Soaring with Icarus too near the Sun, 
May catch a fall with young Bellerophon, 
For when the fatal Siſters have decreed 
To ſeparate us from this earthly Mold, 
No mortal Force can countermand their Minds : 
Then, worthy Lord, ſince there's no way but one, 
Ceaſe your Laments, and leave your grievous moan, 

Cor. Your Highneſs knows how many Victories, 
How many Trophies I ere&ed have 
Triumphantly in every place we came, 
The Grecian Monarch, warlike Pandraſſus, 
And all the Crew of the Moloſſtans ; 
Goffarius the arm-ſtrong King of Gauls, 
Have felt the Force of our victorious Arms, 
And to] their Coſt beheld our Chivalry : 
Where-e'er Awrora, Handmaid of the Sun, 
Where-e'erthe Sun, bright Guardian of the Day, 
Where-e'er the joyful Day with cheerful Light, 
Where · e er the Light illuminates the Wot 
The Trojans Glory flies with golden Wings, - 
Wings that do ſoar beyond fell envious flight, | 
The of Brutus and his followers ; 

: Q 3 Pierceth 


"ads eee ente. 


Pierceth the Skies, and with the Skies the Throne 
Ot mighty Jeve, Commander of the World. | 
Then, worthy Brutus, leave theſe ſad Laments, 
Comfort yourſelf with this your great Renown, 

And fear not Death, tho he ſeems terrible. 
Bra. Nay, Corineius, you miitake my Mind, 
Ja conſtruing wrong the Cauſe of my Complaints 
I fear'd not t'yield myſelf to fatal Death, | 
God knows it was the leaſt of all my Thoughts ; 

A greater Care torments my very Bones, 
And makes me tremble at the thought of it, 
And in your Lordings both the Subſtance lie. 

Thra. Moſt noble Lord, if ought your Loyal Peers 

Accompliſh may, to eaſe your lingring Grief, 

I, in the name of all, proteſt to you, 

That we would boldly enterprize the ſame, 

Were it to enter to black Tartarus, 

Where triple Cerberus with his venomous Throat, 
Scareth the Ghoſts with high reſounding Noiſe, 
We'll either rent the Bowels of the Earth, 
Searching the Entrails of the brutiſh Earth, 

Or with his Ixions overdaring, ſoon 

Be bound in Chains of ever-during Steel. 

- . Bru. Then hearken to your Soveraign's lateſt Words 

In which L will unto you all unfold, 

| Our Royal Mind and reſolute Intent. J 
When golden Hebe, Daughter to great Jove, 

Cover'd my manly Cheeks with youthful Down, 

Th' unhappy Slaughter of my luckleſs Sire, 

Drove me and old Aſſarachus mine Eame, 

As Exiles from the Bounds of Italy, 

So that perforce we were conſtrain'd to fly 

To Grecians Monarch, noble Pandraſſus, 

There I alone did undertake your Cauſe, 

There I reſtor'd your antique Liberty, - 

Tho Grecia frown'd,. and all Moloſſia ſtorm'd, 

Tho brave Antigonus, with martial Band, 
In pitched Field encountred me and mine, 
Tho Pandraſſus and his Contributaries, 
With all the routs of their Confederates, Sokut 
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The Tragedy of Locrine. 367 
Sought to deface our glorious Memory, "INI 
And wipe the Name of Trojans from the Earth; 

Him did I captivate with this mine Arm, 

And by Compulſion forc'd him to agree 

To certain Articles, which there we did propound, 

From Grecia thro? the boiſterous Helleſpont, 

We came into the Fields of Leſtrigon, 

Whereat our Brother Corineius was; 

Which when we paſſed the Sicilian Gulf, 

And fo transfretting the 7!licina Sea, 

Arrived on the Coaſts of Aquitain ; 

Where with an Army of his barbarous Gauls 
rs Goffarius and his Brother Gathelus 

Encountring with our Hoſt, ſuſtain'd the Foil, 

And for your ſakes my Turnus there I loſt ; 

Turnus that flew ſix hundred Men at Arms, 

All in an Hour, with his ſharp Battle-Axe. 

From thence upon the ſtronds of Albion 

To Corus Haven happily we came, 

And quell'd the Giants, come of Albion's Race, 

With Gogmagog, Son to Samotheus, 

The curſed Captain of that damned Crew, 

And in that Ifle at length I placed you. 
ds Now let me ſee, if my laborious Toils, 

If all my Care, if all my grievous Wounds, 

If all my Diligence were well employ'd. | 

Cor, When firſt I follow'd thee and thine, brave 

I hazarded * Life and deareſt Blood, 

To purchaſe Favour at your Princely Hands, 

And for the ſame in dangerous Attempts, 

In ſundry Conflicts, and in divers Broils, 

1 ſhew'd the Courage of my manly Mind; 

For this I combated with Gathelus, 

The Brother to Goffarius of Gaul; 

For this I fought with furious Gogmagog, 

A ſavage Captain of a ſavage Crew 

And for theſe Deeds brave Cornwall I receiy'd, 

Agrateful Gift giv'n by a gracious King ; D, | 

And for this ik, this Life and deareſt: Blood 4 | 
Q4 wit 
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368 The-Tragedy of Locrine. 
Wilt Corineius ſpend for Ruta: good. 1 
Deb. And what my Friend, brave Prince, hath yow'd 
to you, I | | 
The fame wil * do r end. f 
Bru. Then, Loyal Pe nce you are all agreed, 
And EN follow — * Hoſts, . 6350 | 
Favour my Sons, fayour thoſe Orphans, Lords, 
And ſhield them from the Dangers of their Foes. 
Locrine, the Column of my Family, - - 
And only Pillar of my weaken'd Age ; 
Locrine, draw near, draw near unto thy Sire, 
And take thy lateſt Bleſſings at his Hands: 
And, ſor thou art the eldeſt of my Sons, 
Be thou a Captain to thy Brethren, 
And imitate thy aged Father's ſteps, | 
Which will conduct thee to true Honour's Gate 
For if thou follow ſacred Virtues lore, | 
Thou ſhalt be crowned with a Laurel Branch, 
And wear a Wreath of ſempiternal Fame, 
Sorted amongſt the Glorious happy ones. 
Loc. If Locrine do not follow your 
And bear himſelf in all things like a Prince 
That ſeeks to amplify the great Renown, 
Left unto him for an Inheritance, | 
By thoſe that were his Anceſtors, 
Let me be flung into the Ocean, 
And ſwallow'd in the Bowels of the Earth, 
Or let the ruddy Lightning of great Jove, 
Deſcend upon this my devoted Head. | 
[Brutus ta bing Guendeline by the Hand. 
Bru. But for 1 ſee you all to be in doubt, 
Who ſhall be matched with our Royal Son, 
Tocrine, receive this Preſent at my Hand; 
A Giſt more rich than are the wealthy Mines 
Found in the Bowels of America. 
Thou ſhalt be ſpouſed to fair Guendeline : 
Love her, and take her, for ſhe is thine own, 
If ſo thy Uncle and her ſelf do pleaſe. 
Cor. And herein bow your Highneſs honours me, 
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The Tragedy of Botrine- 469 | 
For careful Parents glory not fo much | 
At their own, Honour and Promotion, 2 | 
As for to ſee the iſſue of their Blood 493 55 5. 
Seated in Honour and Proſperity. 
Guen. And far be it from my pure maiden Thoughts 
To contradi& her aged Father's Will, 
Therefore ſince he to whom I mult obey, 
Hath giv'n me now unto your Royal ſelf, 
J will not ſtand aloof from off the lure, 
Like crafty Dames that moſt of all deny 
That, which N55 moſt deſire to poſſeſs, | 
[Locrine — 
Then now my Son thy part is on the Stage, 
For thou muſt bear the Perſon of a King. 
[ Puts the Crown on his Head, 
Locrine ſtand up, and wear the regal Crown, 
And think upon the State of Majeſty, 
That thou with Honour well may'ſt wear the _— 
And if thou tendereſt theſe my lateſt * 
As thou requit ſt my Soul to be at reſt, f 
As thou deſireſt thine own Security, : 
Cheriſh and love thy new betrothed Wife. 
Loc, No omges let me well enjoy the Crown,. 


Than I do peerleſs e 
Bru, Camber. 
Cam. My Lord. D 
Br#, The Glory 
And darling of thy 
Take thou the Sd#:b for thy Dominion, 
From thee there ſhall proceed a Royal Race, 


That ſhall maintain the Honour of this Land, A | 
And _ the we AW" 47 4 with their Hands. | | 


[Turning ts Albanadt 


And Albanaf, Father's only Joy, 
Youngeſt in 7025 but not the e eg in mist. f Y 
A perfect Paneth of all Chivalry, © | | 1 
Take thou the North 3 Dominion, W115 . 
A County full of Hills and ragged Rocks, lf 
99887 Q 5 " Repleniſhed #1 
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370 The Tragedy of Locrine. 
Repleniſhed with fierce untamed Beaſts, 
As correſpondent to thy martial Thoughts. 
Live long my Sons with endleſs Happineſs, 
And bear firm Concordance among your ſelyes, 
Obey the Counſels of theſe Fathers grave, 
That you may better bear out Violence. 
But ſuddenly, thro' Weakneſs of my Age, 
And the defect of youthful Puiſſance, Br 
My Malady increaſeth more and more, ; 
And cruel Death haſteneth his quickned pace, 
To diſpoſſeſs me of my earthly Shape, | 
Mine Eyes wax dim, o'ercaſt with Clouds of Age, 
The pangs of Death compaſs my crazed Bones. 
Thus to you all my Bleſlings I bequeath, 
And with my ces. this my fleeting Soul. 
My Glaſs is run, and all my Miſeries 
Do end with Life ; Death cloſeth up mine Eyes, 
My Soul in haſte flies to the Elyſsan Fields. - [He dia 
Loc. Accurſed Stars, damn'd and accurſed Stars, 
T” abbreviate my noble Father's Life. 
Hard-hearted Gods, and too too enyious Fates, 
Thus to cut off my Father's fatal Thread. 
Brutus that was a Glory to us all, P 
Brutus that was a Terror to bis Foes, 
Alas too ſoon by Demogorgon's Knife, 
The Martial Brutus is bereft of Life. 
No ſad Complaints may move juſt Zacus. - 


Cor, No dreadful Threats can fear Judge Rhodomanth, 


Wert thou as ſtrong as mighty Hercules, ö 

That tam'd the huge Monſters of the World, 

Plaid'ft thou as ſweet, on the ſweet ſounding Lute, 

As did the Spouſe of fair Ewrydice, | 

That did enchant the Waters with his Noiſe, . 

And made the Stones, Birds, Beaſts, to lead a Dance, 
Conſtrain'd the hilly: Trees to follow him, 
Thou could*ſt not move the Judge of Eb 
Nor move Compaſſion in grim Plato's Heart? 
For fatal Mors expecteth all the World, + 

And every Man muſt 'tread the way of Death; 


a Braye 
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The Tragedy of Locrine. 371 
Brave. Tantalus, the valiant Pelops* Sire, 4 
Gueſt to the Gods, ſuffered untimely | 
And old Tir honus Husband to the Morn, | | 
And eke grim Minos whom juſt Jupiter =_ 
Deign'd to admit unto his Sacrifice. 
The thundring Trumpets of Blood-thirſty Mars, 
The fearful rage of fell Tiſpboen, 
The boiſterous Wayes of humid Ocean, 
Are Inſtruments and Tools of diſmal Death, 
Then noble Couſin ceaſe to mourn his chance, 
Whoſe Age and Years were Signs that he ſhould die. 
It reſteth now that we inter his Bones, 
That was a Terror to his Enemies. 
Take up bis Coarſe, and Princes hold him dead, 
Who while he liv'd, upheld the Trojan State. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, march to Troinovant, _ 
There to provide our Chieftain's Funeral. [Exeunt- 


SCENE III. 


Enter Strumbo above in a Gown, with Ink and Paper 
m his Hand. 


Strum. Either the four Elements, the ſeven Planets 
and all the particular Stars of the Pole Antarctick, are 
adyerſitive againſt me, or elſe I was begotten and 
born in the Wain of the Moon, when every thing, as 
Lactant ius in his fourth Book of Conſtultations doth fay, 
goeth arſward, Ay Maſters, ay, you may laugh, but L 
muſt weep; you may joy, but I muſt ſorrow, ſhed- 
ding ſalt Tears from the watry Fountains, of my moſt 
dainty fair Eyes, along my comely and ſmooth Cheeks, K 
in as great plenty as the Water runneth from the Zucking - = 
tubs, or red Wine out of the Hogs-heads : for truſt me, 
Gentlemen, and my very good Friends, and ſo forth: 
the little God, nay the deſperate God Cupid, with one of 
his vengible Birds bolts, hath ſhot me unto the Heel: fo 
not only, but alſo, oh fine phraſe, I burn, I burn, and 

| I 
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39572 The Tragedy. of Lociine. 
1 burn a, in love, in love, and in love a, ah Srumba, 
what haſt thou ſeen, not Dina wich the Aſs Yum Yea, 
with theſe Eyes thou haſt ſeen her, and therefore pull 
them out, for they will work thy Bail. Ah, Srrambe, 
haſt thou heard of the Voice of the Nightingale, but a 
Voice ſweeter than hers, yea, with thefe Ears haſt thou 
heard them, and therefore eut them off, for they har: 
caus'd thy ſorrow. Nay, Strumbo, Kill thy ſelf, drown 
thy ſelf, hang thy ſlf, Rarve thy fel, Oh, but then! 
mall leave thy {weer Heart. Oh my Heart ! Now Pate 
for thy Mafter;-I will dite an aliquant Love · piſtle to her, 
and then ſhe hearing the grand yerboſity of my Scrip- 
ture, will love me — 2 | 
ITE [ Let him write a little; and then read. 
My Pen is naught, Gentlemen, lend me a Knife, 1 
think the more haſte the worft ſpeed. fd 

r [Then write again, and after read. 

So it is, Miſtreſs Dorothy, and the ſole eſſence of my 
Soul, that the little ſparkles of Affection kindled in me 
towards your ſweet ſelf, hath now encreas'd to a great 
Fame, and will ere it be long conſume my poor Heart, 
except Fou with the pleaſant Water of your ſecret Foun- 
tain, quench the furious Heat of the ſame. Alas, I am 
2 Gentleman of good Fame, and Name, majeftical, in 
Apparel eomely, in Gate portly. Let not therefore 
your genile Heart be ſo hard, as to deſpiſe a proper tall 
young Man of a handſome Life, and by deſpiſing him, 
not only, but alſo to kill him. Thus expecting Time 
and Tide, 1 bid you” farewell. Your Servant, Signior 
Frumbo. | | ; 

Oh Wit, O Pate, O Memory, © Hand, O Ink, 0 
Paper. Well. now 1 will ſend it away. Trompart, Trom- 
part, 2 what Villain is this? Why Sirrah, come when your 
Maſter calls you. Trompart. 

Trompart entring, ſaith, Anon, Sir. | 

strum. Thou knoweſt, my pretty Boy, what a good 

Maſter 1 have been to thee ever ſince I took thee into 
_ wy Service, | . 


Strum, 


— 
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S:rum. And how 1 have” cheriſhed thee always; as if 
thou Hadſt been the Fruits of my Loins, Fleſh of my 
Fleſh, and Bone of my Bone. h! N 

| From. Ay, Str. N " ' 

rum. Then ſhew thy ſelf herein a truſty Servant, 
and carry this Letter to Miſtreſs Do#orhy, and tell her 
ASFA [Speaking in his Ear. Exit T : 

Strum. Nay, Maſters, you ſhall ſee a Marriage by and 
by. But here ſhe comes. Now mult I frame my amo- 
rous Paſſions. | 


Ener Dorothy ond Trompurt: |.) = 


Dor. Signior Strumbo, well met: I receiv'd your Let- 
ters by your Man here, who told me a pitful: Story of 
your anguiſh, and ſo underſtanding your Paſſions were 
fo great, I came hither ſpeedily. 114: { 

Strum. Oh, my Sweet and Pigſney, the fecundity of 
my ingeny is not ſo great, that may declare unto you the 
ſorrowful Sobs and broken Sleeps that I ſuffer d for your 
ſake ; and therefore I deſire you to receive me into your 


familiari ty. f 


For your Love doth lye, 
As near and as nigh, 
. Unzo my Heart within, 
As mine Eye to my Noſe, 
My Leg unto my Hoſe, 
And my Fleſh unto my Skin: 

Dor.. Truly, Mr. Strumbo, you ſpeak too learnedly for 
me to underſtand the drift ot your Mind, and therefore 
tell your Tale in plain terms, and leave off your dark 
Riddles. | Re 1's 

Strum. Alas Miſtreſs Dorothy, this is my luck, that 


. when 1 moſt would, I cannot be underſtood : fo that 


my great learning is an inconvenience unto me. But 
to ſpeak in plain terms, 1 love you, Miſtreſs Dorothy, 
if you like to accept me into your familiarity, 


Dor. 
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| . * 7 
Turning to the Deople. 

© Strum. Say Al thou ſo, feet Wench, let me lick thy 
Toes. 8 Miſtreſs, If any of you be in love, 
vide 2 Cap-Caſe full of new coin'd words, and 
— 4+ Shag have the ſuccado de labres, and 
E ©» 8. | [Exeunt. 


$EENE IV. 


| Enter Loerine, Guendeline, Camber, Albanact, Cori- 
. Aſſarachus, Debon, and Thraſimachus. 


| Loc. Uncle and Princes of brave Britany, 
Since that our noble Father is Entomb'd, 

. As beſt beſeem'd ſo brave a Prince as he; 
If ſo you pleaſe, this day my Love and 1, 


* - Within the Temple or — — 


Win ſolemniae our Royal M 
Thra. Right noble Lord, your Subjects every one 
| Muſt needs obey your Highneſs at command, 
Eſpecially in eh a 28 this, 
That . concerns your Highneſs great content. 
Loc. Then Frolick, 8 to fair Concord's Walls, 
Where we will paſs the Day in Knightly ſports, 
The Night in Dancing n figur d Masks, 
And offer to God Riſus all-our ern. _ 


988 
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SUIS SAW SAaYvyE van” w evo 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


Enter Ate as before. After a little Lightning and Thun- 
dring, let there come forth this Show : Perſeus and 
Andromeda, hand in hand, and Cepheus alſo with 
Swords and Targets. Then let there come out of ano- 
ther Door Phineus, all black in Armour with Æthio- 
pians after him, driving in Perſeus, and having taken 


away Andromeda, let them depart. Ate remaining, 


ſays : | 
Regit omnia Numen. 


Hen Perſeus married fair Andromeda, 
The only Daughter of King Cepheus, 
He thought he had eſtabliſh'd well fis Crown, 
And that his Kingdom ſhould for aye endure. 
But lo proud Phineus, with a Band of Men, 
Contriy'd of Sun-burnt Æthiopians, 


By force of Arms the Bride he took from himg 


And tutn'd their Joy into a Flood of Tears. 
So fares it with young Locrine and his Love, 
He thinks this Marriage tendeth to his weal, 
But this foul day, this foul accurſed day, 

Is the beginning of his miſeries. 

Behold where Humber and his Scythians 
Approacheth nigh with all his warlike Train. 
I need not I, the ſequel ſhall declare, 

What tragick chances fell out in this War. 


A 


[ Exit. 


SCENE 
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9 5 8 CEN E A 
| Enter Humber, ba, xe Seger, rr 


e e heſt © 
2 
ater with. continua 
Doch the hardeſt Marble Stone; 
Ar length we are arrived in Albion. 
Nor could the barbarous Datian Soveraign, 
Nor yet the Ruler of brave Belgia, 
Gray us from cutting over to this Ile; 
Whereas I hear a Troop of Phrygian:, 
Under the Conduct of Poſthumins* Son, 
Have pitch'd up lordly Paviliens, 
And hope to proſper in this lovely Iſle : 
Bur 1 will all their fooliſh 
And teach them that the Seythian ae, 
Leads Fortune tied in # Chain of Gold, 
3 her to yield unte his will, 
1 race with their R Diadem: 
I will have, mangre their troble Hoſts, 
: L. all che Power their petty Kings can make. 
Hub. 1f ſhe that rules fair Rhamn; n 
Grant us the Honour of the v 
N hitherto ſhe always favour'd us, 
Right noble Father, we will rule the Land, 


Enthroniſed in Seats of Topas Stones, 


That Locrine and his Brethren all may know, 
None muſt be King but Humber and his Son. 

Hum. Courage, my Son, Fortune ſhall fayour us, 
And yield to us the Coronet of Bays, bl 
© That decketh none but noble Conquerors, 

But what faith Eſtrild to theſe Regions? 
How liketh ſhe the Temperature thereof ? 


Are they not pleaſant in her gracious Eyes? wy 


1 


©, 
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EI. * 2 my Lord, garniſh'd with Flors's 
ealth, 
And over-ſpread with party-colour'd Flowers, 
Do yield ſweet contentation to my mind; 
The airy Hills enclos'd with ſhady Groves, 
The Groves repleniſh'd with ſweet chirping Birds, 
The Birds reſounding heav'nly Melody, | 
Are equal to the Groves of Theſſaly, 
Where Phæbus with theſe learned Ladies nine, 
Delight themſelves with Mulick's Harmony: 
And from the moiſture of the Mountain Tops, 
The ſilent Springs dance down with murmuring Streams, 
And water all the Ground with Cryſtal Waves; 
The gentle blaſts of Eurus modeſt Wind, 
Moving the pattering Leaves of Sy[vane's Woods, 
Do equal it with Temfe's Paradiſe, 
And thus conſorted all to one Effect, 
Do make me think theſe are the happy Iſles, 
Moſt fortunate if Humber may them win, 
Hub, Madam, where Reſolution leads the way, 
And Courage follows with embolden'd pace, 
Fortune can never uſe her Tyranny z 
For Valiancneſs is like unto. a Rock 
That ſtandeth on the Waves of Ocean; 
Which tho the Billows beat on every fide, 
And Boreas fell with his tempeſtuous Storms, 
Bloweth upon it with a hideous clamour, 
Yet it remaineth till 2 of thy Ste, 
Hum. Kingly reſoly'd, thou Glory i 
But worthy err, what uncouth Novelties 
Bring'ſt thou unto our Royal Majeſty'? 
Seg. My Lord, the youngeſt of all Brutus Sons, 
Stout Albanact, with Millions of Men, 
Approacheth nigh, and meaneth ere the Morn, 
To try your Force by dint of fatal Sword. 
Hum. Tut, let him come with Millions of Hosts; 
He ſhall find Entertainment good enough, 
Yea, fit for thoſe that are dur Enemies: 
For well receive them at the Lances Points, 
And maſſacre their Bodies with our Blades : 


Tea, 


v 
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Vea, tho they were in number infinite. 
More than the mighty Babylonian Queen, 
Semiramis the Ruler of the Eaſt, "Y 
Brought gainſt the Emperor of the Scythiant, 
Yet would we not ſtart back one Foot from them: 
That they might know we are invincible. 
Hub, Now by great Jove, the ſupreme King of 
| Heav'n, | 
And the immortal Gods that live therein; 
When as the Morning ſhews his chearful Face, 
And Lucifer ted upon his Steed, 
Brings in the Chariot of the golden Sun, 
I'll meet young Albanact in th'open Field, 
And crack my Launce upon his Burganet, 
To try the Valour of his boyiſh — pA : 
There will I ſhew ſuch ruthful ſpeRacles, 
And cauſe ſo great effuſion of Blood, 
That all his Boys ſhall wonder 'at my Strength, 
As when the warlike Queen of Amazons, 


© © Pentheſilea, armed with her Launce, 


Girt with a Corſlet of bright ſhining Steel, 

Coop'd up the faint-heart Grecians in the n 
Hum. Spoke like a warlike'Knight, my Son; 

Nay, like a Prince that ſeeks his Father's Joy. 

Therefore to Morrow ere fair Titan ſhine, - 

And baſhful Eos Meſſenger of Light, 

Expels the liquid Sleep from out Mens Eyes, 

Thou ſhalt conduct the right Wing of the Hoſt, 

The left Wing ſhall be under Segar's Charge, 

The Rearward ſhall be under me my ſelf: 

And lovely Eſtrild, fair and gracious, 

If Fortune favour me in my Attempts, 

Thou ſhalt be Queen of lovely Albion. 

Fortune ſhall favour me in mine Attempts, 

And make thee Queen of lovely Albion. 

Come let us in and muſter up our Train, 

And furniſh up our luſty Soldiers, 

That they may be a Balwark to our State. 

And bring our wiſhed Joys to perfect end. [Exeunt. 


of 
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SCENE III. 


Enter Strumbo, Dorothy and Trompart, cobling Shoes 


and ſinging. 
Trom. We Coblers lead a merry Life : 
All. Dan, dan, dan, dan. 
Strum, Void of all envy and ftrife : 
All Dan diddle dan. 
Dor. Our eaſe is great, our Labour ſmall : 
All. Dan, dan, dan, dan, 
Strum. And yet our Gains be much wit hal: b 
All. Dan diddle dan. 
Dor. With this Art ſo fine and fair: 
All. Dan, dan, dan, dan. 
Trom. No Occupation may compare : 
All. Dan diddle dan. 


Strum, For merry paſtime and joyful glee : 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 


Vor. Moſt happy Men we Coblers be : 


Dan diddle dan. 


= The Can ftands full of on 4, 


Dan, dan, dan, dan. 
Strum, + In our Shop ſtill withouten fail : 
| Dan diddle dan. 
Dor. This i is our Meat, this is our Food : 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 
Trom. This brings us to a merry mood : 
Dan diddle dan. | 
Strum, This makes us work for Company: 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 
Dor. To pull the Tankards hearfully : 
Dan diddle dan. 
Trom. Drink to thy Husband, Dorothy: 
Dan, dan, dan, Jan. 
Dor, Why then my Strumbo there's to thee + 
Dan diddle dan. 


\ 


Strum, 


_ —_ — 
. ES \ 


. 


#1 you, 
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Strum. Drink thou the refl, Trompart, amain: 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 


Dor. ben that is gene, e ft again: 
Dan diddle dan. 8 


Enter Cuptain. 


_ The poor fas i fant, rom annoy 
How merril ſitteth on his Stool: | 


- But when — ſees that needs he muſt be preſt, 
He'll turn his Note and ſing another Tune. 
Ho, by your leave Maſter Cobler. 

Strum. You are welcome, Gentleman; what will you 
any old. Shoes ot Buskins, or will you have your Shoes 
clouted ? 1 will do _ as well as any Cobler in Cath- 
'weſs whatſoever, _ [Captain ſhewing bim Prefs-money. 

Capt. O Maſter Cobles you are far deceiy'd in me, 
for done* you ſee this? 1 come not to buy any Shoes, 
but to buy your Self; come, Sir, you muſt be a Soldier 
in the King's Cauſe. 

Strum. Why, but hear you, Sir, has your Ki any 
Commiſſion to take any Man againſt his Will ? I pro- 


miſe you, 1 can ſcant believe it, or did be give you 


Commiſhon'? 

Capt. O Sir, you need not care for that need no 
Commiſſion; hold here, 1 command you in the Name 
of our King Albanact, to appear to Morrow in the 
Town-Houſe of Cathneſs. 

Strum. King Nactabal, I cry God mercy, what have 
we to do with 8 , Sir, Maſter 
Capontial, draw your. Paſtboard, or elſe I promiſe you, 


I' give you a Canvaſado with a Baſtinado over your 


— and teach you to come hither with your Im- 
Capt. 3338 Fellow be content, I do the 
Command. 18 


« 
pr Put me out of Book-then: 
+ Cajt. I may not. [Strumbo fratching up a Saf. 


z. No will, come, Sir, „ Stomach ſerve 
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ou? b nen I will have a . 
ET 13 


P Thea "I 


Thra, How now, what noiſe, what ſudden clamour's 


this? 
How now, * 
Sirs, what is 
Capt. N 
money. 


uarrel ? 


bing, Si, bu: tha be will not take Preſs: 


in and the Cobler ſo hard a it? 


Thra. Here, good Fellow, take it at my Command, 


unleſs you mean to. be ſtretch'd, 


Strum. Truly, Maſter Gentleman, I lack no Money, 
if you pleaſe I will reſign it to one of theſe poor Fel- 


lows. 


- Thra« No ſuch matter, 


Look you be at the Common-houſe to morrow. 


Exit Thraſimachus and the Captain. 


Sram, O Wife, 1 have ſpun a fair Thread z if I had 


been quiet, I had not been preſt, and. therefore well 
may I lament ; but come Sirrah, ſhut up, for we muſt 
to the Wars, [Exendete 


$CENE IV. 


Exter Abend, Debon, Thraſimachus; $a enki | 


Alba. Brave Cavaliers, Princes of Albany. 
Whoſe trenchant Blades with our deceaſed Sire, 
Paſſing the Frontiers of brave Grecia, 

Were bathed in our Enemies lukewarm Blood, 
Now is the time to manifeſt your wills, 

Your haughty minds and Reſolutions, | 

Now „ vre ty is offered 
-To try your courage and your earneſt zeal, 
Which? ou always proteſt to Albanatt ; 
For at —— yea at this preſent time, 


Four Fugitives come from the Scyrhians bounds 
3 


Have 
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rr place with mutihies: 5 
But truſt me, os, I will never ceaſe ' 

To perſecute the 1 2 | Runnagates, 
Till all the Rivers ſtained with their Blood, 
Shall fully _ their fatal Overthrow. 

Deb. So ſha Highneſs merit renown, 
And imitate daga. Father's — 

Alba. But tell me, Couſin, eam IN thou thro the 
Plains ? | 
And ſaw'ſt thou there the Sam- bent 
Muſtring their Weather-beaten Soldiers A 
© What Order kept they in their marſhalling? g 

Thra, After we paſt the Groves of Caledon, 

We did behold the ſtraggling Scyrhians Camp. 
Repleat with Men, ſtor'd with Munition; 
There might we ſee the valiant minded Knights | 
Fetching Careers along the ſpacious Plains, 
Humber and Hubba arm'd in azure blue, 
Mounted upon their Courſers white as Snow, 

Went to behold the pleaſant flowring Fields; 

Hettor and Troilus, Priamus lovely Sons, 
Chaſing the Grecian? over Simoris, 
Wee not to be compar'd to theſe two Knights. 

Alba. Well haſt thou painted out in Eloquence 
The Portraiture of. Humber and his Son ; 

As fortunate as wis Polycrates,” 
Yer ſhould they not eſcape our conquering Swords, 


* but our Clemency, 85 
Enter Strumbo and Trompart ; ering eien; 
Wild- fire and pitch, Wild-fire-and Pitch, ec 
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made 1 
Thoſe Outcries ile f in our ſtatel cout? 4 en 
Strum; Wild. fire and Pitch, Wild. fire and Pitch. 
Thra. Villains, I ſay, tell us the cauſe hereof? 
Strum. Wild- fire and Pitch, Wild- fire and Pitch. 


ii 
1 


Thra. Tell me you Villains, why you make this noiſe, 


Or ON my Lance, 1 * prick your Bowels out. 


Thra. What Sirs, what mean you by theſe Clamours 


- 


All. Where are your Houſes, where's your dwelling- - 


Strum. Place, ha, ha, ha, laugh a month and a day at 
him; place! I cry God mercy ; why, do you think that 
ſuch poor honeſt Men as we be, hold our Habitacles in 

| Palaces; Ha, ha, ha. But becauſe you ſeem to 
be an abominable Chiefiain, I will tell you our ſtate; | 


From the Top to the Tus 
From the: Head to the Shoe; 
From. the Begiuning to the Ending: 
From the Building to the Burning. 


This honeſt Fellow and I had our manſion Cottage in 
the Suburbs of this City, hard by the Temple of Mer- 
cury. And by the common Soldiers of the Shittens, the 
sey thians, what do you call them? with all the Suburbs, 
were burnt to the Ground, and the aſhes are left there for 
the Country: Wives to waſh Bucks withal. . And that 
which grieves me moſt, my loving Wife, O cruel ſtrife ! 
the wicked Flames did roaſt. LS. 4 Tk 


An therefore Captain Cruft, 
We will continually ery, _ 
ech you ſeek @ remedy, _ | 
| Our Houſes to re-edify, 
Which now are burnt to Duſt. thi mp 


Both ery. Wild- fire aud Pitch, Wild-fire and Pitch, 
Alb, Well, we muſt remedy theſe Outrages, © 
And throw Revenge upon their hateful Heads. 
And you, good Fellows, for your Houſes burnt, 
p; Ve will remuneratę you ſtore of Goldt. 
ad build your Houſes by our Patace Gate. 
Strum. Gate! O. petty Treaſon to my Perſon, no 
where elſe but by your Backſide: Gate! oh how I am 
vexed in my Coller: Gate! I cry God mercy. Do you | 
hear, Maſter King? If you mean to gratify ſuch poor | 
Men, as we be, you muſt build our Houſes by the Ta- | 


vern. 
27 Alba 


L 


, 4 * 


"Y The Tra, 2.0 of Ioan. 
- Alba. It ſhall be done, Sir. | 
_ I 7. by Lady, Sir, 1 wa 
© you hear, Sir ? when 


ſpoken like a 
our Houſe is 4 K — paſs or re-paſ 


that way, we will vetor a Quar of the beſt Vr 


— an ves me, Lordings, tax er Sj 


Should thus — ſpoiled the Seyrbiunr, 
Who, 4s you ſee, with li tfoot Foragers, 
Depopulate the Places where they come: 
But, curſed Humber, thou (halt rue the day 
: That e er thou cam 't unto Cathneſia. 


[Exeunt, 


SCENE v. 
| Ever mater nass . Tei, 4nd thi 


«7 L 


Hum. 84. go take a Coronet of wii Horſe, 
As many Lanciers, and light-armed Knights, 
As may ſuffice for ſuch an Enterpriſe, * 
And place them in the Grove of Challidon : 
With theſe, when as the Skirmiſh doth 'encreaſe, 
Retire thou from the ſhelters of the Wood, 
And ſet upon the weakned Trojans Backs, 


For Policy, joined with Chiva 7 
Cath never be put back from Vikery. A 


ON Enter Albanatt, Clowns with him. 
be, They baſe-born Hunn, how. Ault Miu be b 
| Ax once to o menace warite Alban 4 Kung 
t Commander 0 e Regions 2 
2 Ke then: ſhalt buy thy Raſhneſs with'thy del 
22 rue too late thy over - bold attem ropes, 
of Death, 


For with this Sword, this Inſtrument 
That hath been drenched in my Foe-mens Blood, 


Pl 


nt. 


Pl 


Ah me, I fear my Hubba is ſurptiz'd, 
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ri ſeparate thy Body from thy Head, 
And ſet that coward Blood of thine abroach. 
Strum. Nay, with this Staff, great Strumbo's Inſtru- 


ment, . —_— | 
I'll crack thy Cock's- comb, pakry Scythian. 


Hum. Nor wreak I of thy Threats thou princox Boy, - 


Nor do 1 fear thy fooliſh Infolency ; 

And but thou better uſe thy bragging Blade, 

Than thou doſt rule thy overflowing Tongre, 
Superbious Briton, thou ſhalt know too ſoon 

The force of Humber and his Scythians. & 


[They fight, Humber and his Soldiers run in. 


&rum. O horrible, terrible. 
SCENE VI : 
Hund the Alarm. Enter Humber and his Soldiers. 


Hum, How bravely this young Briton, Abanact, 
Darteth abroad the Thunderbolts of War, 
Beating down Millions with his furions Mood : 
And in his Glory triumphs over all, | 
Moving the maſſy Squadrants of the Ground; 
Heap Hills on Hills, to ſcale the ſtarry Sky: 
As when Briarens arm'd with an hundred Hands, 
Flung forth an hundred Mountains at great Jove, 
And when the monſtrous Giant Monychus 
Hurl'd Mount Olympus at great Mars his Targe, 
And ſhot. huge Cedars at Minerva's Shield. 
How doth he overlook with haughty Front 
My fleeting Hoſt, and lifts hic. Ry Face 
Againſt us all that now do fear 1. Force; 
Like as we ſee the wrathful Sea from far, 
In a great Mountain heap'd with hideous Noiſe, 
Wich thouſand Billows beat againſt the Ships, 
And toſs them in the Waves like Tennis Balls. 
| [Sound the Alarm} 


Vor. Ix. R Sound 
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Sound again. Enter Albanact. 


Alba. Follow me, Soldiers, follow Albanact; 
Purſue the Scythians flying thro? the Field: 
Let none of them eſcape with Victory: 
That they may know the Britons Force is more 
Than all the Power of the trembling Hanns. 
Thra. Rs brave Soldiers, forward, keep the 
chaſe, | 
He that takes captive Humber or his Son, - 
Shall be rewarded with a Crown of Gold. 


Sound Alarm, then let them fight, Humber gives back, 
Hubba enters at their Backs, and kills Debon, Strumbo 
falls down, Albanact runs in, and afterwards enters 

wounded, 


Alba. Injurious Fortune, haſt thou croſt me thus? 
Thus in the Morning of my Victories, | 
Thus in the Prime of my Felicity, 

To cut me off by fuch hard Overthrow. 
Hadſt thou no time thy Rancour to declare, 
But in the Spring of all my Dignities ? 
Hadſt thou no place to ſpit thy Venom out, 
But on the Perſon of young Albanact? 
I that ere-while did (care mine Enemies, 

And drove them. almoſt to a ſhameful Flight: 
I that ere-while full Lion-like did fare 
Amongſt the dangers of the thick throng'd Pikes, 
Muſt now depart, moſt lamentably ſlain _ 
By Humber's Treacheries and Fortune's Spights : 
Curſt be her Charms; damn'd be her Charms, 
That doth delude the wayward Hearts of Men, 
Of Men that truſt unto; her fickle Wheel, 
Which never leaveth turning upſide down. 
O Gods, O Heav'ns, allot me but the place + 
Where I may find her hateful Manſion, 
I'll paſs the Alps to watry Mere. 
Where fiery Phœbus in his Chariot, 
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The Wheels whereof are deck'd with Emeralds, 
Caſts ſuch a Heat, yea ſuch a ſcorching Heat, 
And ſpoileth Flora of her chequered Graſs ; | 
It overturn the Mountain Carraſus, © | 
Where fell Chimera in her triple Shape, 
Rolleth hot Flames from out her monſtrous Panchg | 
Scaring the Beaſts with Iſſue of her Gorge; | 
Il paſs the frozen Zone where Icy Flakes | 
e Stoping'the Paſſage of the fleeting Ships, | | 
Do lie like Mountains in the congeal'd Sea 
Where if I find that hateful Houſe of hers, 
I'll pull the fickle Wheel from out her Hands, 
And tye her ſelf in everlaſting Bands. | | 
But all in_yain I breathe theſe Threatnings, | 
The Day is loſt, the Hunns are Conquerors, 
* Debon is ſlain, my Men are done to Death, 
The Currents ſwift ſwim violently with Blood, 
And laſt, O that this laſt Night ſo. long laſt, 
My ſelf with Wounds paſt all Recovery, 
Muſt leave my Crown for Humber to poſſeſs. 
Strum, Lord have Mercy upon us, Maſters, I think 
this is a Holy-day, every Man lies ſleeping in the Fields, 
but God knows full ſore againſt their Wills. 
Thra. Fly, noble Albanact, and fave thy ſelf. 
The Scythians follow with great Celerity, 
And there's no way but Flight, or ſpeedy Death, 
Fly, noble Albanact, and fave thy elf. 
[Sound the Alarms 
Alba. Nay let them fly that fear to die the Death, 
That tremble at the Name of fatal Mors. 124544 
Ne'er ſhall proud Humber boaſt or brag himſelf, 
That he hath put young Albanatt to flight: 
And leſt hg ſhould triumph at my Decay, 
This'Sword ſhall reave his Maſter of his Life, 
That oft hath ſav'd his Maſter's doubtful Life: 
But oh my Brethren, if you care for me, 
Reyenge my Death upon his traiterous Head. 


Et vos queis domus eſt nigrantis regia ditis, 
ie Qui regitis rigido ſtygios moderamine lucos, 
| R 2 
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Nox. caci regina poli, furialis Erinnys, _ | +. * 


2 denique omnes, Albanum tollite regem, 
To 


e flumineis undis rigidaque palude ; 
Nunc me fata vocant, hoc condam pectore ferrum; 
3% | [Stabs himſelſ. 


= 
7. 
1 


Anter Trompart; 
Tem. O what hath he done? his Noſe bleeds ; but! 
ſmell a Fox, | 
Took where my Maſter lies, Maſter, Maſter, 
Strum. Let me alone, I tell thee, for I am dead. 
- Trom. Yet que, good, good Maſter. 
Strom. 1 will not ſpeak, for I am dead, 1 rel! thee. 


Trom. And is my Maſler dead? (Singing, 
„O Sticks and ktones, Brickbats and Bones, 
And is my Maſter dead? | 
© you Cockarrices, and you Bablatrices, 
| That in the Woods dwell: 
| n Briers and Brambles, you Cook-ſhops and Shambles, 
Come howl and yell 
| With howling and ſcreeking, with wailing and weeping, 
| Come you to lament. 
| O Colliers of Croyden, and Ruſticks of Royden, 
And Fiſhers of Kent. 
| For Strumbo the Cob ler, the fine merry Cobler 
a .Qf Cathnes Town , 
| At "this ſame floure, and this very hour, 
Us dead on the Ground. 


© Maſter, Thieves, Thieves, Thieves. 


Strum. Where be they ? cox me many, bobekin, let 
me be riſing, be gone, we ſhall be robb d by and by 
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- 
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>  gCENE-VIL _ | 
Enten Humber, Hubba, Segar, Thraflier, Eſtrild, and, 
Fa ws the Soldiefs, © 


Hum. Thus from the dreadful. Shocks of furious Marty 
' Thundring Alanims, and Rhamnuſia's Drum, 
Ve are retir'd with joyful Victory: 
The ſlaughter'd Trojans ſqueltring in their Blood, 
Infect the Air with their Carcaſſes, "DIP 
And are a Prey for every ray*nous Bird. 1 
Ef. So periſh they that are our Enemies: | 
So periſh they that love not Humber's Weal. 
And mighty Jove, Commander of the World, 
Protect my Love from all falſe Treacheries. | 
Hum. Thanks, lovely Eſtrild, ſolace to my Soul,- | 
But, valiant Hubba, for t Chivalry A 
Declar'd againſt the Men o of Aba, 
Lo here a e Garland wreath'd of Vay, 
As a Reward for this thy forward Mind.” 
[Sets it on hit Head. 
Hub, This unexpected Honour, noble Sir, 
Will prick my Courage unto braver Deeds, 
And cauſe me to attempt ſuch hard Ex loits, 
That all the World ſhall ſound of Hubba's Name. 
. . Hum. Arid now, brave Soldiers, for this good Sueceſſ 
- Carouze whole Cups of Amazonian Wine, 
Sweeter than Nectar or Ambroſia, 
And caſt away the Clods of curſed care, 
With Goblets crown'd with Semeleius' Gifts, 
Now let us march to Abit Silyer Streams, . 
That clearly glide along the Champane Fields, 
And moiſt the graſſy Meads with humid drops. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, . found up chearfully,. 
Sith we return with Joy and Victory. * 


Y 8 R 3 KcT 


— —— — — — __ 
of 


| 1 our 6 Brother to his end: 
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A CT III. SCENE I. 


Dumb Show. Enter Ate as befort. A Crocodile Fon | 


on 4 River's Bank, and.a little Snake flinging it. Th 
both of them fall into the Water. * 


Ate. CO Celera in authorem caduns. 

High on a-Bank, by, Ni/«s* boiſterous. Streams, 

Fearfully ſat ch een Crocodile, 

Dreadfully in her. ſharp long Teeth 

The broken Bow s of a 2 ;Fiſh, | 

His; Back was arm'd e dint of Spear, 

With Shields of Braſs that de Mad like bucailh'd Gold, 

8 — forth his cruel EW ., 

A ſubtle cloſely near, 

Thruſting his forked Sting into ) bis Claws, | 

Doi ted his. Poiſon thro? his Bones, $7 

made him ſwell that there bis Bowels burſt, 

That did ſo much in his own greatneſs truſt, 

So err, havi = conquer d 4lbanaf, 
Doth yield his unto, Locrine's Sword. 


| _ s, and yu may. eaſily ſee, - 
"har al 2 but a Traged . | (Exit 


: 


SCENE U. 


Enter "Os: . Corineius, Aſſaracus, x hra- 


ſimachus, and Camber. 
Tee. And is this true, is Albanaftus ſlain ? 


Nach curſed Humber with his ſtragling Hoſt, 


With that his Army made of mungrel Curs, 


C 
F 
T 
1 
C 
7 
T 
B 
F 
7 
þ 
7 
0 
E 
I 
1 
1 
I 
\ 
% 
] 
] 
| 
1 
1 
{ 
| 


The Tragedy of Locrine. 391 
O that I had the Thracean Orpheus Harp, 
For to awake out of th'infernal Shade | l 
ö Thoſe ugly Devils of black Erebus, | 1 
That might torment the damned Traitor's Soul: 
O that I had Amphion's Inſtrument 
To quicken with his vital Notes and Tunes 
The flinty Joints of every ſtony Rock, 
By which 1 — — en — r 
g For, b ightni almighty Jove, 
; The * el die ad he ten OE Lives: ' 
And weuld to God he had ten thouſand Lives, 
That I might with the arm-ſtrong Hercules 
Crop off ſo vile an Hygra's hiſſing Heads. 
X But ſay me, Couſin, for I long to hear F 
How Alb anaft'came by untimely Death. 
Thra. After the traiterous Hoſt of Scythians 
Entred the Field with martial Equipage, 
Young Albanact, impatient of Delay, 
Led forth hi — 9 zinſt the ſtragling Mates, 
Whoſe multitude did daunt our Soldiers Minds, 
Vet nothing could diſmay the forward Prince; 
But with à Courage moſt heroical, 
Like to a Lion mongſt a Flack of Lambs, 
Made Havock of the faint-heart Fugitives, 
Hewing a Paſſage thro? them with his Sword 
Yea we had almoſt giv'n them the Repulſe, 
When ſuddenly from out the ſilent Mood 
Hubba with twenty thouſand Soldiers, 
Cowardly came upon our weakned Backs, 
And murdered all with fatal Maſſacre; 
Amongſt the which old Deban, martial Knight, 
With many Wounds was brought unto the Death: 
And Albanaft appreſt with multitude, 
Whilſt valiantly he fell'd his Enemies, 
Vielded his Life and Honour to the Duſt. 
He being dead, the Soldiers fled amain, 
And I alone eſcaped them by Flight, 
To bring you Tidings of theſe accidents. 
Loc, Not aged Priam, King of ſtately Troy, 
Grand Emperor of batb'rous Aſia, 
7 R 4 When 
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When he beheld his noble-minded Son 
Slain traiterouſly by all the Myrmidons,. 
Lamented more than I for Albana&.. 
Guen. Not Hecuba the Queen of lim, 
When ſhe beheld the Town of Pergamus, 
Her Palace burnt, with all-devouring Flames.. 
Her fifty Sons and Daughters freſh of Hue, 
Murder'd by wicked Pyrrhbus* bloody Sword, 
Shed ſuch ſad Tears as I for AU. 
Cam. The Grief of Niobe, fair Athens. Queen, 
For her ſeven Sons magnanimous in Field, 


For her ſeven Daughters fairer than the faireſt; 


Is not to- be compar'd with my Laments. 
Cor. In vain you ſorrow for the ſlaughter'd Prince, 

In vain you ſorrow for his Overthrow;, _ 

He loves not moſt that doth lament the moſt, 

But he that ſeeks to venge the pac 5 

Think you to quell the Enemies warlike Train, 

With chülchſk Sobs and womaniſh La ments 

Unſheath your Swords, unſheath your conqu' ring Swo 

And ſeek Revenge, the Comfort for this Sore: 

In Cornwall, where 1 hold my Regiment, 

Even juſt ten thouſand. valliant Men at Arms 

Hath Corine ius ready at command. | 

All theſe and more, if need ſhall more require, 

Hath Corintius ready at command, | 
Cam. And in the Fields of martial Cambria, 

Cloſe by the boiſtrous 1/cen's Silver Streams, 

Where light-foot Fairies skip from Bank to Bank, CON 

Full twenty thouſand brave couragious Knights, 

Well exercis'd in Feats of Chivalry, . - ...... 

In manly manner moſt invincible, ; 

Young Camber hath with Gold and Victual. 

All theſe and more, if need ſhall more require, 

FE offer up to venge my Brother's Death.. | . 
Loc. Thanks, Toving Uncle, and good Brother too, 

For this Revenge, for this ſweet Word Revenge . 

Muſt eaſe and ceaſe my wrongful Injuries : 

bloody A 


And by the Sword of rs I fear, 


Ne'er 


4 


e 1 4 «ast 


Ne'er ſhall ſweet Quiet enter this my Front, 

Till I be venged on his traiterous Head, 
That ſlew my noble Brother Albanact. 
Sound-Druins and Trumpets, muſter up the Camp, 
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For we will ſtraight march to Albanea.- [Exe 
0 CEN E-Mh- 
Euter Humber, Eftrild, Hubba, Thraflier, and.jhg* 
ö g ; 57 Soldiers | ; | 


Hum. Thus are we come, viforious Conqueror, 
Unto the flowing Current's ſilver Streams, | 
Which, in memorial of our Victöry, 

Shall be agnominated by our Name, 

And talked of by our Poſterity: | 

For ſure I hope before the golden Sun” 
Poſteth his Horſes to fair Theti: Plains, 

To ſee the Waters turned into Blood, 

And change his blueiſh hue to ruefuf red, 

By reaſon of the fatal Maffacre, - | 
Which ſhall be made upon the virent Plains. 


FAM | iter the Ghoſt of. AlbanaQs 
' Ghoſt. See how the Traitor doth preſage bis lfarmy- 


See how he glories at his own Decay, 

See how he triumphs at his proper Loſs; - 

O Fortune vile, unſtable, erke, W 
Hum, Methinks I ſee both Armies in the Field 

The broken Lances climb the Cryſtal Skies, MY 

Some headleſs lie, ſome breathleſs on the Ground 

And every place is ſtrew'd with Carcaſles, 

Behold the Graſs hath loft his pleaſant green, 

The ſweeteſt Sight that ever might be ſeen. © - 
Ghoſt, Ay, traiterous Humber, thou ſhalt find it ſy," 

Yea to thy coſt thou ſhalt the ſame behold, ie 

With Anguiſh, Sorrow, and with fad Laments:* 

The grafly Plains, that now do pleaſe thine Eyes, 

vhall ere the Night be colour'd all with Blood; 

R 5 


The” 
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* The ſhady Graves that now incloſe — — : 4 
And yield ſweet fayourto-thy damned Corps, 
bets the Nig — 

e. profound Stream that Tents, 
And bit his Mothers ieren all un Can I 2 
Shall ere the Night converted be to Bl | 
Yea with the Blood of thoſe thy ſtragling Boys : 
For now Revenge ſhall eaſe my lingring Grief, 

And now Revenge ſhall glut, my. longing Soul. 
Hub. Let come what Will, I mean to bear i i out, 
And either live with glorious Victory, 
Or die with Fame renown'd. for Chivalry : 
He is not worthy of the Honey · comb, 
That ſhuns the Hiyes becauſe the Bees haye Stings; 
That likes me beſt that is not got with, eaſe, 
Which thouſand Dangers do accompany ; 
For nothing can diſmay our regal Mind, 
Which aims at of but a golden Crown, 
The only upſhot of Enterprizes. 
Were they inchanted in grim Plato's Co 
And kept for N his hellih Crew. 
I would either quel the triple Cerberus, 
And all the Army of his bateful Ha . 
Or roll the Stone with wretched, & 
Hum. Right martial be th 3 my noble Son, 


And all thy Words fayour of Chiyalry. | 
Enter Segar. 


. 


, the Britons come 
With 6 race a 2 erſt the Greets 
Broug 1 8 Phrygidian Tenedos. 


—4 But hat faith Segar to theſe Accidents? 
What „ gives he in Extremiyes * pls "20 

Segar. Why this, my Lord, Experience teachet us, 
That Refolution's a ſole help — 


And 


6e Hou =” 


— | mew mms bed fs 2% os | = eo _ 


nt 
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And this, my Lord, our honour teacheth us, 
That we be bold in every Enterprize , 
Then fince there is no way but fight or die, 
Be reſolute, my Lord, for Victory. 
Hum. And reſolute, Segar, I mean to be, 
perhaps ſome bliſsful Star will favour us, 
And comfort bring to our perplexed State: 
Come let us in and fortify our Camp. 


So to withſtand their ſtrong Invaſion. [Exeunt. 
SCENE IV. 
Enter Strumbo, Trompart, Oliver, and his Son William 
nd. following them. 


Strum. Nay Neighbour Oliver, if you be ſo whot, 
come prepare your ſelf, you ſhall find two as ſtout Fel- 
lows of us, as any in all the North. 

Oliv. No by my droth Neighbour Strumbo, Ich zee 
dat you are a Man of ſmall zideration, dat will zeek to 
injure your old vreends, one of your yamiliar gueſts, and 
derefore zeeing your pinion is to deal withouten reazon, 
Ich and my zonne William will take dat courſe, dat 
ſhall be fardeſt yrom reaſon ; how zay you, will yon 
have my Daughter or no ? 

Strum. A very hard queſtion, Neighbour, but I wilt 
1 it as I may; what reaſon have you to demand it 

me ? 

Will. Marry Sir, what reaſon had you. when my Si- 
ſter was in the Barn to tumble her upon the Hay, and 
to fiſn her Belly ? 

Strum, Maſs thou ſay'ſt true; well, but would yu 
have me marry her therefore? No, I ſcorn her, and 
ou, and you: Ay, I ſcorn you all. 

Oliv. You will not have her then? 

Strum. No, as I am a true Gentleman. 

1 Then will we ſchool you, ere you and we part 
hence. 


Euter 


— — — — ꝓ — — r e + EO <> 


be for my eaſe to have my Head broken every day, there- 
fore remedy this, and we ſhall agree. /, | 


: 


396 The Tragedy of Loerine: he 


9918 - 
1544 


Enter Margery, and ſuatches tha Staff out of ber Snake 
Hand as he is fighting. 


Strum. AY, you come in Pudding ume, ot elle Thad 
dreſt them. 

Mar. Lou Maſter Saticboie: Lobcocks, Cockſcomb 
you Slopſauce, Lickfingers, will you not hear? 4 

rum. Who ſpeak you to, me? 

Mar. Ay, Sir, to you, John Lack: honeſty, little Wi, 
is it you that will have none of me?. 

Strum. No, by my troth, Miſtreſs N icebice, how fine 

ou can nick-name me; I think you were brought up 


2 


in tho Univerſity of Bridewell, you have your Rhetorick | 


ſo ready at your Tongues end, as if you were neyer 
well warn'd when you were young. 


Mar. Why'then Goodman Dot, a you will haye 


none of me; farewel. 


Strum, If you be ſo ats; Miſtreſs  Driggle-dragy, 


ure you well. 


Mar. Nay, Maſter wurumbo, ere ou g from hence 
we muſt have more.words, . you wi — none of me? 


{They fg. 
Strum. Oh my Head, my Head, leave, Kern leave, 


Þwill; 1 will, I will. 


Mar. Upon that condition I let thee: Hams) | 
Oliv. How now, Mafter srrumbo, bath my Davghter 


taught you a new Leſſon ? 


S$rum. Ay, but hear you, Goodman Oldies, it will not 


Oliv, Well, Zon, well, for you are my Zon now, al 


"hall be remedied, Daughter be Friends with him. 


| tl [Shale Hand,. 
Strum You are a ſweet. Nat, the' Devil crack you 
Maſters, I think it be m luck, my firſt Wife was 2 


loving. quiet Wench, but this I think would weary the 
- Devik 1 would he might by burnt as my other Wife 
was; if not, I muſt run to the Halter for help. O Cod. 


piece, 


Now fit I like the mighty God of War, 


Shalt offer'd be, in Satisfaction 5 


The treacherous Scythianr ſqueltring in their gore. 


I'll build a Temple to thy Deity 
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jece; thou haſt undone thy Maſter; this it is to be med- 
lng with warm Plackets. IExcunt. 


SCENE V. 


Enter Locrine, Camber, Corineius, Thraſi 


macus, and 
Aſfarachus. | | 


Loc; Now am I guarded with an hoſt of Men, 
Whoſe haughty Courage is invincible : 
Now am I hem'd with Troops of Soldiers, 
Such as might force Bellona to retire, 
And make her tremble at their Puiſſance. 


When armed with his Coat of Adamant, Gy 
Mounted his Chariot drawn with mighty Bulls, 
He drove the Argives over Xanthus' Streams. * 
Now, curſed 'Humbtr, döth thy end draw nigh, 
Down goes the Glory of his Vitories;, _ 

And all his Fame, and all his high Renown, 

Shall im a Moment yield to Locrine's Sword: 

Thy bragging Banners croſt with argent Streams, , 
The Ornaments of thy Pavilions, 

Shall all be captivated with this Hand, 

And thou thy ſelf, at Albanactus Tomb. 


Of all the wrongs thou didſt him when he liv'd. 

But canſt thou tell me, brave Thraſimac hus, 

How far we are diſtant from Humber's Camp. 
Thra, My Lord, within yon foul accurſed Grove, 

That bears the Tokens of our Overthrow, 

This Humber hath intrench'd his damned Camp. 

March on, my Lord, 'becaufe 1 long to ſee 


Loc, Sweet Fortune, favour Locrine with a ſmile, 
That I may venge my noble Brother's Death, . 
And in the midſt of ſtately Troy novant, 


Of perfect Marble, and of Jacinth Stones, 


FI TheT 3 Lacrine. 
tit ſhall paſsthe den, Nynamids, 


wm with their top ſurmount.the bee 
Cam. The 2 Off. ſyring of the doubted 
Knight, 

Stout Hercules, Alcmana's mighty Son, 

That tam'd the Monſters of the three-fold World, 
And rid the oppreſſed. from the Tyrants Yokes, - 
Did never ſhew ſuch valiantneſs in Fight, 

As I will now for noble Albanat#. 

Cor. Full fourſcore Years hath, Corjnezus liv'd, 

Sometimes in War, ſometimes i in {Pet Peace, 
And yet I feel my ſelf to be as firong 

As erk I wasin Summer of mine Age, 

* to toſs this great unwieldy cab. | 

Which hath been painted with m Foe-mens Brains: 

And with this Club 1 I break the ong Array 

iers, nel 


Of Humber and his 
Or loſe my Life pope the thickeſt „ 
And die wich Honour in my lateſt n+ | 
Vet ere. I die they all ſhall pade 
What force lyes in tout Samir Ponds ; 5 
Thra. if Thraſimachus detract the Fight, 
Either for weakneſs or for cowardiſe, 
Let him not boaſt that Brutus was his Eame, 
Or that brave Corineius was, his Sire. 
Loc. Then courage, Soldiers, . firſt for your Slety, 
Next ſor your Peace, laſt for Jour Vid. [Exeunt, 


Send the Alarm. Enter. Hubba and Segar at one Door 
and Corineius at the other. x 


Cor, Art thou that Humber, Prince of Fugitives, 
That by th y Treaſon Wr oung Albapatt ? N 
Hub. I * Son that EW yougg Albanatt, 
And, if thou take not heed, proud Phrygian, 
I'll ſend thy Soul unto the S:ygian Lake, 
There to complain of Humber's Injuries. 
Cor. You triumph, Sir, before the Victory, 
For -e s is not ſo ſoon IT 1 * 
But, curſed Scythians, you rue the Day, 0 
Net cer you came into Albania. Day 80 
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— riſh they that enty Rvitain s ,h. doc 97 I; 1% 
et them die with, eadle(s i Wy olg 720 

And he Wn ſeeks his — WY 

Would my Club might aggravate his Woe: 


- [Strikes them, both down with his Club. 
Euter Humber. 


Hum. Where may. 1-find: ſame.deſare Wee. 
way Loo — out Curſes as Ln. 
nd ſcare the Earth withumꝝ r eie, 
Where every Echo's. 1 
And aid me in my — Laments 2 
Where may I find ſome hollow och, 
Whete-L may damn, condemn, and ban my "HEX 
The Heav'ns, the Hell, the Earth, the Air, — 
And utter curſes to the concave Sky, | TS 
Which may infect the airy-Regions, 8 
And light upon the.Briton: Locrine's Head? | 
You ugly Spirits that in Cocitus mourn, I's *neT 
And gnaſh your Teeth with dolorous Laments, 
You fearful dogs that in black Lethe howl, 
ae 


And ſcare the Ghoſts. with your wide o 

= ugly Ghoſts that flying from theſe 
Do plunge your ſelves in A 

Come all of you, and with your ſhrieking notes 

Accompany the Britons Conquering Hoſt, 

Come fierce Erinnys, horrible with Snakes. 

Come ugly Furies, armed with your Whips, 

You threefold Judges of black Tartarus, 

And all the Army of your helliſh Fiends, 

With new-found Torments rack proud Locrine's Bones. 

O Gods and Stars, damn'd be the Gods and Stars, 

That did not drown me in fair Thetis Plains, 

Curſt be the Sea that with outragious Waves, 

With ſurging Billows did not rive my Ships, 

Againſt the Rocks of high Cerannia, 

Or ſwallowed me into her watry Gulf. 


Woes God we had arriy'd upon | the Shore 
2 Where 


1 


5 1 


and the Cycles nne. 
& —_—_ the bloody Anthropophagit os | 02 
With "AW Jews devoaride wandring Ve 


neut COLI TE u 2373 L. 


S Enter the Ghoſ of Albana&. 


But 8 Albanaftu;' bloady Ghoſt, 

To bring a corſive to our miſeries ! 

Nn h to ſuffer ſhameful flighte, n 
— muſt be tormented now with Ghoſts? 


ritions 'fearful to behold? | 91691 ! K 
eee 257 — 


But dire revenge, — _ — $ tally 

Becauſe he Conquer'd you in Alban. 
Now: by my Soul, Humber would be. condemn | 
To'Tantal's Hunger. or Ixion's "Whed, . Hon 
Or to the Vulture of Promot haun, 
Rather than that this Murther were b t 

When as I dye ll drag thy curſed Ghoſt | | 
_ _ Rivers oF foul Erebus,” „ nig? 19 no 


S.* "2 b : 1 L 
, 1 4 1 
3 [ ry — - 
. - 4 
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=— 
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ACT IV. SCENE 1. 


Enter Ate as before. Then Omphale Daughter to the - 
= of Lydia, having a Club in her Hand, and 4 
skin on her Back, Hercules following with a 
Bae Then Omphale turns about, and taking off 
her Pantofle, firikes Hercules on the Head, then * 
| depart. Ate remaining, ſays z 


vam non Argolici mandata ſevera Tyranni,. a 
Non potuit Juno vincere, vicit amor. * 


Stout Hercules, the Mirror of the Worlds: 

Son to Ale mena and great Jupiter, | 

After ſo many bon 50 won in Field, 1 
After ſo many Monfters quell'd by force, mer 
Yielded his valiant Heart to Omphale,. 

A fearful Woman void of manly ſtrength : i 
She took the Club, and wore the Lion's Skin, 
He took the Wheel, and maidenly gan ſpin. 
30 Martial Locrine cheer'd with Victory, 
Falleth in love with Humber's Concubine, 
And ſo forgetteth peerleſs Guendeline. 
His Uncle Corineius ſtorms at this, | 
And forceth Locrine for his Grace to ſue, __ : 
Lo here the Sum, the Proceſs doth enſue. [Exits 


SCENE I. 


"Enter Ageing, Camber, Corineius, A Thea 
* ſimachus, and the Soldiers. 0. 


Loc. Thus from the fury of Bellona's broils,. 
With ſound of Drum and Trumpets melody, 
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The Britain King returns triumphantly, 
Thy Scythians {lain with great occiſiom 
-D&equalize the Graſs in multitude, 2 2 
And wr their Blood have ſtain'd the ſtreaming Brooks, 
Offering their Bodies and their deareſt Blood | 
As ſacriſice to Albanaftus Ghoſt. 5 
Now curſed Humber haſt thou paid thy due, 
For thy Deceits and crafty Treacheries, 
For all thy Guiles, and damned Stratagems, 
With loſs of Life and everduring ſhame. 
Wbere are thy Horſes trap'd with burniſh'd Gold, 
Thy trampling Courſers rul'd with foamiog bits? 
Where are thy Soldiers ſtrong and numberleſs ? 
Thy valiant Captains, and thy noble Peers ? 
Ev'n as the Country Clowns with ſharpeſt Scythes, 
Do mo the wither'd Graſs from off the Earth, 
Or as the Plough-man with his piercing Share 
22 ä of the tory 85 
ri up the Roots.with Razors keen; 
So 1 with his mighty curtle Ae, 10 
Hath cropped off the Heads of all thy Hunns, 
So Locrine's Peers have daunted all thy Peers, 
And drove thine Hoſt unto canfulion, _ 
That thou. may'ſt ſuffer Penance for thy fault, 
And die for murdering valiant 4lbana#. 
Cori. And thus, yea. thus, ſhall all the reſt be ſerv'd, 
That ſeek to enter Albion gainſt our wills, | 
If the brave Nation of the Troglodires, _ 
If all the coal - black Ænhiopiant, 
If all the Forcęs of the Amazons, 
If all the Hoſts of the Barbarian Lands. 
Should dare to enter this our little World, 
Soon ſhould they rue their over-bold attempts, 
That after us our Progeny may ſay, 
There lyes the Beaſt that ſought to uſurp our Land. 
oc. Ay, they are Beaſts that ſeek to urs aur Land, 
And like to brutiſh Beaſts they ſhall be ſer W. 
For mighty Jove, the ſupreme King of Heav'n, 
That guides the-concourſe of the Meteors, 
And rules the motion of the azure Sky, 
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Fights always for the Britains ſafet . 
But ta ,. methinks, 1 — noiſe, 
That draweth near to our Pavilion. 
* ; | =T \-* 165 3 | bis { | "we 
Enter Soldiers leading in Eſteild. u warte p 
Ef. What Prince ſoe'eradorn'd with golden Crown | 
Doth ſway the Regal Sceptre. in bis Hand, 
And thinks no chance can ever throw him down, 
Or that bog! 5 ſhall everlaſti wrt E ad) 
Let him behold poor EArild in this plight, . 
The perfect Platform of a troubled Wight. | 
Once was I guarded with mayortial bands, 
Compact with Princes. of the noble .Blood, 
Now am I fallen into my;Foe-mens hands, 
And with my death muſt pacify their mood. 
O Life, the harbour of calamities, 
O Death, the haven of all miſeries: 
I could compare my {orrows.to thy v _ 
Thou wretched Queen of wretehedhergamus, 
But 8 . W 2 overthrow 
Nigh to the Rock of high Caphareus. p 
Thou ſaw'ſt their death, and then departed Rt thence, 
_ abide the omg: inſolence. ; ' | 
e Gods that-pitied thy. continual grief, 
d Transform'd thy Corps, .and.with. - Corps thy care. 
| Poor Eftrild lives deſpairing of relief. 
For Friends -in 9 — ſew and rare- 
What, ſaid I, feu! Ay, few or nome at all, 
For eruel. Death made havock of them all. 
Thrice happy they whoſe fortune was ſo good, 
To end their lives, and with their lives their woes, 
Thrice hapleſs I, hom Fortune ſo. withſtood, | 
That cruelly ſhe gave me to my Foes. 
F 82 is there any miſery nel 
, To be compar'd to Fortune's treachery... |. 
Loc. — this ſame ſhould be the Scythian Queen. 
Cam. So may. we judge by —— words. 
Lac. So fait a Dame mine Eyes did never ſee, 
Vith floggs of woes ſhe ſeems, o ernhelm d ue be. | 


* 
* 


ht 
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Ca, O Terrine, bath ſhe not a cauſe for to be fad? 
* "'[Loctine ar ont end of the Sta 
Zoe. If ſhe have cauſe to weep for Humbers death, 
And ſhed ſalt tears for her Overthrow: 
Loerine may well bewail his proper grief, 
Locrine may move his own peculiar woe. oy 
He being conquer'd, died a ff Peet death, 
And felt not rams his 1 {mart ; 15 
I being a Conqueror, live a li . 
And foal the force of C it's Hidden ſtroke:. 
I gave him _—_ to die- prey death... 
He left me cauſe to wiſh a ſpeedy death. 


O that ſweet Face painted with Nature 9 


Thoſe roſeaF Chivet,: mixt with a ſnowy white; 
That decent'Neck ſur Ivory, 
Thoſe comely Breaſts which Venus well mi mot ſpite,. 


Alre like to ſnares with wily Fowlers wroug 


Wherein my yielding Heart & pri oner caught. 
The golden treſſes of her dain | 
Which ſhine like Rubies gli ng. pet the Jun, 
Have ſo entrap'd poor Zocrme's love ſick Heart, 
That from the ſame no way it can be won. 
How true is that which oft I heard declat'd, _ 
One dram of Joy muſt have a pound of Care. 

Eft. Hard is their fall, who from a Golden Crown 
'Kre caſt into a Sea of wretchedneſs, 

Loc, Hard is their thrall, who by Cupid's frown 


Are wrapt in Waves of endlefs carefulneſs. 


Ef. O Kingdom, Object to all miſeries. 
Loc. 0 Love, the extream t of all Extremities. 

'* [Goes into his Char, 
Sud. M Lord, in ranſacking the Scythian Tents, 


I found this Lady, and to manifeſt 


That earneft Zeal! I bear unto your Grace, 
J here preſent her to your Majeſty 
Fog Sort] He fs wy EE; r che Lad 
And here preſent her to your Majeſty: 1 
1 Sold. Preſumptudus Villain, wilt thou take my pi 
. Nay; rather thou depriy ſt me of my rig 
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1 Sold; Reſigu thy Title, Caitive unto me, | 

Or with my Sword I'll pierce thy Cowards Loins. + 

4 2 Sold. Saft words, good Sir, tis not enough to ſpeak: 

A harking Dog dath ſeldom Strangers bite. 

Loc. Unreverent Villains, ſtrive you in our ſight? | 

Take them hence, Jailor, to the Dungeon, 

There let chem lie and try their quarrel out; 

But thou, fair Princeſs, be no whit diſmay'd, 

But rather joy that Locrinefayours thee. ant 
Eff. How can he favour me that flew my Spouſe ? 
Loc. The chance of War, my Love, took him from 

thee. | OF - 4 5 | 
EA. But Locrine was the cauſer of his death. 
Loc, He was an Enemy to Lacrine's State, 

lud ſlew my noble Brother Albanact. 

Eff. But he was link'd to me in Marriage- bond, 

And would you have me love his flaughterer ? 

Loc. Better to live, than not to live at all. 
Eſt, Better to die renown'd for chaſtity, 

Than live with ſhame and endleſs infamy. 

What would the common ſort report of me, 

If I forget my love, and cleave to thee ? | 
Loc. Kings need not fear the vulgar ſentences. 

Eft, But Ladies muſt regard their honeſt Name. 
Toc. Is it a ſhame to live in Marriage-bonds ? 

Eff. No, but to be à Strumpet to a King. 
Loc. If thou wilt yield to Locrine's burning Love, 

Thou ſhalt be Queen of fair Albania. | 
Eft. But Guendeline will undermine my State. 

4 Loc. Upon mine Honour, thou ſhalt have no harm, 
Efl. Then lo, brave Locrine, Eftrild yields to thee, 

And by the Gods, whom thou doſt invocate, 

By the dread Ghoſt of thy deceaſed Sire, 

WB Bythy right-hand, and by thy burning Love, 

4% Take pity on poor Eftrild's wretched thrall. 

Cori. Hath Locrine then forgot his Guendeline, 
That thus he-courts the Scythian's Paramour ? 

ze What, are the words of Brum fo ſoon forgot? 

- Are my deferts ſo quickly out of mind ? 

* Haye 1 been fakhful to thy Sire now dead ? 

3 Have 
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Have I thee from Humberr's hand, 
And do'ſt thou quit me with Ungratitude? 
Is this the guerdon for my grievous wounds? 
eee WI 


Now by my Sword, Locrine, I ſwear to thee, 
This injury * thine ſhall be repaid. 


Loc. Uncle, ſcorn Royal Sov 
As if we ſtood for Cyphers in-the Cour . 
Upbraid you me with thoſe your benefits? 
Why, it was a-SubjeR's duty ſo to do. 
| What you have done for our deceaſed ire 
| We — and all know, you have your 8 
| Cori. Avant, [Princox; thou me wü | 
| Aſſure thy ſelf tha thou de Emperor, L 
| Thou el er ſhalt carry this unpuniſnet. 
| Cam. Pardon my Brother, noble Corineius, 
Pardon this once, wy it ſhall be amended. 
Aſſa. Couſin, remember Bratu lateſt words, 
How he deſired you to cheriſi them: 
Let not this fault ſo much incenſe your Mind, 
Which is not yet paſſed all remedy. 
Cori. Then Locrine, lo I reconcile my ſelf, 
But as thou lov'ſt thy thy Life, ſo love thy Wife. 
But if thou violate thoſe promiſes, 
Blood and ſhall light upon thy Head. 
Come, let us back to no vant, 
Where all theſe matters ſhall be ſettled. 7 
Toc. Millions of Devils wait upon thy Soul, 


[To "himſelf 
Legions of Spirits vex thy impious 


BPELUETEESSE 


Ghoſt : 
Ten thouſand torments rack thy curſed bones. 
Let every thing that hath the uſe of breath, hay 
Be inflruments aud workers of thy death, [Exeunt le: 
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SCENE in. 


Enter Humber alone, his Hair hanging over his Shoulders, 
his Arms all bloody, and a Dart in one Hand. 


Hum. What Baſilisk hath hatched in this Place, 
Where every thing conſumed is to nought * 
What fearful Fury haunts theſe curſed Groves, 
Where not à root is left for Humber's Meat? 
Hath fell Alefto with envenom'd blaſts, 
Breathed forth Poiſon in theſe tender Plains? 
Hath tripple Cerberus with contagious foam, 
Sow'd Aconitum mongſt theſe wither'd Herbs? 
Hath dreadful Fames with her charming rods 
ht barrenneſs on every fruitful Tree ? 
What not a Root, no Fruit, no Beaſt, no Bird, 
To nouriſh Humber in this Wilderneſs? - 
What would you more, you Friends of Erebxs ? 
My very Entrails burn for want of drink, 
My Bowels cry Humber give us ſome meat, 
But wretched: Hamber can give you no meat, 
Theſe foul accurſed Groves afford no meat : 
This fruitleſs ſoil, this ground brings forth no meat. 
The Gods, hard-hearted Gods, yield me no meat, 
Then hbw can Humber give you any meat ? 


Enter Strumbo with a Pitch-fork and a Scotch-Cap. 


Strum, How do you, Maſters, how do jou? how 
have you *ſcap'd banging this long time? faith I have 
ſeaped many a ſcouring this Year, but I thank God L 
have paſt them all with a good couragio, couragio, 
and my Wife and 1 are in great loye and charity now, 
"I thank my Manhood and my ſtrength; for I will tell 
you, Maſters, upon a certain Day at Night I came home, 
to ſay the very truth, with my Stomach full of Wine, 
and ran up into the Chamber, where my Wife ſober] 
lat rocking my little Baby, leaning her back y_—_ 


I" 


_ | 
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the Bed, ſinging lullaby. Now when ſhe ſaw me come 
with my Noſe foremoſt, thinking that I had been drunk, 
As I was indeed, fnatch'd up a Faggot - ſtick in her hand, 
and came furiovſly marching towards me, with a big 


Face, as though ſhe would have. eaten me at à bit; 
thundering out theſe words unto me, Thou drunken 


Knave, where haſt thou been ſo long? I ſhall teach 

thee how to benight me another time; and ſo ſhe be. 
n to play Knaves Trumps. . Now, altho 1 trem- 

bled, fearing ſhe would ſet her ten Commandments in 

my Face, ran within her, and taking her luſtily by che 

© middle, I carried her yaliantly to the Bed, and flinging 

her upon it, flung my ſelf upon her, and there 1 deli 

ted her ſo with the ſport I made, that ever after 

would call me ſweet Husband, and ſo baniſh'd brawliog 

for ever ; and to ſee the good Will of the Wench, ſhe 

brought with ber Portion a Yard of Land, and by that l 

am now hecome one of the richeſt Men in our Pariſh, 

Well, Maſters, What's a Clock ? It is now Breakfaſt. 

time, you ſhall ſee what meat I haye here for my 

Breakfaſt.” [He fits down and pulls out his Vittuals, 
Hum. Was ever Land ſo fruitleſs as this Land? 

Was ever Grove ſo graceleſs as this Grove? 

Was ever Soil ſo barren as this Soil ? 

Oh no: The Land where hungry Fames dwelt, 

May no ways equalize this curſed Land.; 

No, even the climate of the Torrid Zone 

Brings forth more fruit than this accurſed Grove. 

Ne'er came ſweet Ceres, ne'er came Venus here; 

Triptolemus the God of Husbandmen, 

Ne'er ſow'd his Seed in this foul Wilderneſs, 

The hunger-bitten Dogs of Acheron, 

Chac'd from the nine-fold Pyriphlegiton, 

Have ſet their foot-ſteps in this damned Ground. 

The Iron-hearted Furies arm'd with Snakes, 

Scatter'd huge Hydra's over all the Plains, 

Which have conſum'd the Graſs, the Herbs, the Trees, 

Which have drunk up the flowing Water-Springs. 

© IStrumbo hearing his Voice flarts up, and puts his Meat 
in his Pocket, ſeeking to hide himſelf. 


Hum. 
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Hum. Thou c: ox Afr the ſtarry 8 | 
That guid'ſt wel ifs of every mortal Wight, by, 
From the incloſures of the fleeting Clouds 
Rain down ſome Food, or elſe I faint and die. 
Pour down ſome Drink, or elſe 1 faint and die. 
O Jupiter, haſt thou ſent Mercury 
In clown Shape to miniſter ſome Food? 
Some Meat, ſome Meat, ſome Meat. 
Strum. O alas, Sir, ye are deceiy'd, Iam not Mercurys 
I am Strumbo. 


Meat, 
Or 'gainſt this Rock I daſhthy' curſed Brains, 
And rend thy Bowels'with my bloody Hands, 
Give me ſome Meat, Villain, give me ſome Meat. 


Strum. By the Faith of my Body, good Fellow, 1 had 


rather give a — Ox, than At thou ſhouldſt ſerve 


Rocket. ITE ; ef | | 
£0 51 3 
He makes as hs he woe give him PTY al 43 he pi: 
teth out his Hand, ek, the Ghoſt of Albanact, and 


frikes him on the Hand, and ſo Strumbo runs out, 
Humber follozoing him. LExeunt. 


Ghoſt. Lo here the Gift of fell Ambition. 
OfUſurpation and of Treachery : 
Lo here the harms that wait upon all thoſe 
That do intrude themſelves in others Lands, 


Which are not under their Dominion. * Exit: 


SCENE IV. 
Enter Locrine alone. 


Lie, Seven Years hath aged Corineius liv'd 
To Locrine's Grief, and fair Eftrilde's Woe, 


And ſeven Years more he hopeth yet to liye : 
Vo r. IX, 8 


hum. Ge me ſome Meat, Villain, give me ſome 
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ſu Jove, annililate this 
Should he enjoy the Airs Fruition? 
Should he enjoy the Benefir-of Life? _ 
Should he contemplate. the radiane 
That makes my Life e nl, to dre b 
venus convey this Mo om ihe 
That diſobeyeth thus thy ſacred Heſts, _ 
Cupid convey this Monſter to dark Hell, | 
That difannuls thy Mother's ſugar'd Laws. | 
Mars with thy Target all beſet with Flames, 
| With murthering Blade. beteave him: of bis Life, | 
That Hadrech . Locrine in his ſweeteſt . . 
And yet for all his diligent aſpect, 
His wrathful Eyes piercing like [ * 
= Hae 1 e his 
by the pleaſant Zee, | 
1 acki Ades with ſilver Streams, 
ng a Breach into the graſſy Down, * 
A cnris Arch of coſt fraught, | _ ' 
Hath Locrine framed underneath the Ground, 
The, Walls whereof, garniſhe with -» 
Witch Ophirs, Rubies, Sliſtering Emeralds, 
And interlac d with Sun bright Carbuncles, 
Ligbtens the room with Artificial Day, 
And from the Lee with Water- flowing Pipes 
The moifture is deriv'd into this Arche | 
Where I have plac'd fair Efirild ſecretly: of Nad 
Thither eftſoons accompanied with my a 1 
1 covertly viſit my. Heart's deſi 3:24 al 
Without ſuſpicion of the mea Eye... 1 ch 1441 
For Love aboundeth fill wich Policy. . 4-348 
And thither ſtill means Locrime to re br ' 
Till — off mine bade (Exit: 
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SCENE Vo 
Enter Humber alone, ſaying 3 


O vita miſero lonra,, felici brevis I 
Eheu malorum fames extremum yy 


Long have I lived in this defart Cave, 

With eating Haws and miſerable Roots, 

Devouring Leaves and beaſtly Excrements. 
Cayes were my Beds, and Stones my Pillowberes. 
Fear was my Sleep, and Horror was my Dream; 
For ſtill methought at every boiſterous Blaſt, 

Now Locrine cdmes, now Humber thou muſt die ; 
So that for Fear and Hunger, Humber's Mind 

Can neyer reſt, but always "trembling ſtands, 


g wha D ius pow may qu gh Tin 
e light-foot "Ot 


r now allay ok RW "of that 1 | 

Which ra my Entrails eats me up; 

You 580 Bert of the ninefold Sh, 

You . — Ghoſts of joyleſs Acheron, 

You mournful Souls, vext in — . Vaults, 

You cole;black Devils of Avernus 

Come with your Fleſh-hooks, — my oy nie 4 

Theſe Arms that have ſuſtain'd their Maſter's Life 3 

Come with your Razors rip my Bowels up, 

p With your ' Fire-forks crack my ſtarved Bones, 

j Uſe me as you will, ſo Humber may not live. 
Accurſed Gods that rule the ſtarry Poles, .. 

. Accurſed Jove, King of th' accurſed Gods, 
Caſt down your Lightning on poor Humber's Head, | 
That I may leave this Death-like Life of mine. 
has, hear you not? and ſhall not Humber dies 

5 14. I will die, tho all the Gods ſay nay... « 0) 2249 W 

gear Pouca frac gh pasta hu 
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And with em feed thy hunger-bitten Limbs. 
And reſt thy reſtleſs Bones upon the ſame. 


— 
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That none may ſay, when I have loſt my Breath, 


* F conſpir'd gainſt Humber's Death. 
[Flings himſelf into the River. 


Enter the Ghoſt of Albanact. 


Ez cadem ſequitur, cades in cede quieſco. "Wh 
Humber is reve joy Heav'ns, leap Earth, dance Trees; 
Now may ſt thou reach thy Apples Tantalus, 


Now Siſyphus leave tumbling of thy Rock, 


Unbind Ixion, cruel Rhadamanth, 

And lay proud Humber on the whirling Wheel. 

Back will I po ſ to Hell Mouth Texaris, 

And paſs Come, to the Elyſian Fields, 

And tell my Father Brutus of this News. [Exits 


ACT v. SCENE IL. 
Enter Ate 4s before. Jaſon leading Creon's Tl, 


Medea following, a Garland in her Hand, and put- 
ting it on Creon's Daughter's Head,  ſetteth it on 
Fire; and hes ling aſon — "departs. 1 


| Ate. 


Ne: 0 * tam Trinacrits exaſtuat ina caverns, 
Teſe furtroe quam cor mulieris amore. 


'Medea ſee ng Jaſon leave her Love, | ; 
And chuſe the Daughter of the Theban King, 
Went to her deviliſh —.— to W 1 
And raiſing up the triple Hecare, 


With all he wu conderaned Fiends, — YT 
Framed WW 


— 


But where's my Lady Miſtreſs Guendeline ? 
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Framed a Garland by her magick Skill, 2 
With which ſhe wrought Jaſon and Creon's Ill. 

So Guendeline' ſeeing her ſelf miſus d, 

And Humber's Paramour- poſſeſs her place, 

Flies to the Dukedom of Cornubia, + 

And with her Brother, ſtout Thraſimachus, 

Gathering a Power of Corniſh Soldiers, 

Gives Battle to her Husband and his Hoſt, 

Nigh to the River of Great Mercia : 

The Chances of this diſmal Maſlacre, 

That which enſueth ſhortly will unfold. [Exits 


- SCENE H. 
Enter Locrine, Camber, Aſſaracus, and Thraſimachus, 


Aſſa. But tell me, Couſin, dy'd my Brother ſo? 
Now who is left to hapleſs Albion, 


That as à Pillar might uphold our State, 


That might ſtrike Terror to our daring Foes ? 

Now who is leſt to hapleſs Britany, 

That might defend her from the barb'rous Hands 

Of thoſe that till deſire her ruinous Fall, 

And ſeek to work her Downfal and Decay? 
Cam. Ay Uncle, Death's our common Enemy, 

And none. but Death can match our matchleſs Power; 

Witneſs the Fall of Albioneius* Crew, 

Witneſs'the Fall of Humber and his Hunns, 

And this foul Death hath now increas'd our Woe, 

By taking Corineius from this Life, | 

And in 2 room leaving us Worlds of Care. 
Thra. But none may more bewail his mournful 

Hearſe, | ; 

Than I that am the Iſſue of his Loins. 

Now foul befal that curſed Humber's Throat, 

That was the cauſer of his lingring Wound. 
Loc, Tears cannot raiſe him from the Dead 


again, 


S 3 Tyra. 
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Thra. In Cornwall, Locrine, is my Siſter now, 
Providing for my Father's — * h 
Loc. And let her there provide mourning W 

And mourn for ever her own Widow-hood, "= 
Ne'er ſhall ſhe come-within our. Palace Gate, 
To countercheck brave Zocrine in his Love. 
Go, Boy, to Deucalitum, down the Lee, 
— the Arch where lovely Eftrild lies, 

** r and Sabren, ſtraight unto the Court, 
She ſhall be Queen in Guendeline's . . 
Let others wail for Corineins* Death, 
I mean not ſo to macerate my Mind, 
For him that barr'd me from my Heart's Deſire. 
Tura. Hath Zocrine then forſook his Guendeline ? 
Is Cormems Death fo ſoon forgot ? 
If there be Gods in Heav'n, as ſure there be, 
If ingly Fiends fn _ as needs there muſt, 
They will revenge this thy notorious wrong, 
And pour their Plagues upon thy curſed Head. 


Loc, What, prat t thou, Peaſant, to "oy Sove- 


2 
Or _ _ ftrucken in ſome Extaſy ? 
Doſt thou not tremble at our Royal Looks? | 
Doſt thou not quake when mighty Locrine frowns 2. 
Thou beardleſs Boy, were'r not that Locrine ſcorns 
To vex his mind with ſuch a heartleſs Child, 
With the ſharp Point of this my Battel-axe, 
I'd ſend thy Soul to Puriphlegiton. 
Tura. Tho I be young and of a tender Age, 
Kink. with Locrine when he dares, | 
y noble Father, with his conqu'ring Sword, 
842 the two Giants Kings of Aquitain. 
Tbraſimachus is not ſo degenerate, 
That he ſhould fear and tremble at the js 
Or taunting Words of a Venerean Squi 
Loc. Menaceſt thou thy Royal —— 
Uncivil, not beſee uch as you. 
Injurious Traitor (for he is no Jeſs 
That at Defiance ſtandeth with his King) 


hd a df „ .v vr. 9 
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Leave theſe thy Taunts, leave theſe thy bragging Words, 
Unleſs thou mean'ſt to leave thy wretched Life. . © 

Thra. If Princes ſtain their glorious Dignity _ 
With ugly ſpots of monſtrous Infamy, | 
They leeſe their former Eſtimation, 
And throw themſelves into a Hell of hate. 

Loc. Wilt thou abuſe my gentle Patience, 
As tho thou didſt our high diſpleaſure ſcorn ? | 
Proud Boy, that thou may'ſt know thy Prince is moy d, 
Yea, greatly moy'd at this thy ſwelling Pride, 
We baniſh thee for ever from our Court. 

Thra. Then, loſel Locrine, look unto thy ſelf, 


Thraſimachus will revenge this Injury. [Exit. 
Loc, Farewel, proud Boy, and learn to uſe thy 
Tongue. 


Aſſa. Alas, my Lord, you ſhould have call'd to mind 
The lateſt Words that Brutus ſpake to you. 

How he deſir'd you, by the Obedience 
That Children ought to bear their Sire, 

To love and favour Lady Cuendeline : 

Conſider this, chat if the Injury 

Do move ber mind, as certainly it will, 

War and Diſſenſion follows ſpeedily. | 

What tho her Power be not ſo great as yours, 

Have you not ſeen a mighty Elephant 

Slain by the biting of a {ny Mouſe ? 

Even fo the chance of War inconſtant is. 

Loc, Peace, Uncle, Peace, and ceaſe to talk thereof; 
For he that ſeeks, by whiſpering this or that, 

To trouble Locrine, in his ſweeteſt Life, 
Let him perſuade himſelf to die the Death. 
Enter the Page, with Eſtrild and Sabren. 

Eft. O ſay me, Page, tell me, where is the King & 
Wherefore doth he ſend for me to the Court? 

Is it to die? is it to end my Life? | 
Say me, ſweet Boy, tell me and do not feign. 

Page. No, truſt me, Madam, if you will credit the little 
Honeſty that is yet left me, there is no ſuch Danger as yow 
tear; but prepare your ſelf, yonder's the King. : 

S 4 ; Eſt. 
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Ef. Then E/irild, lift thy dazzled Spirits up, Foun 

4. 54 that bleſſed unn that Day, W : lei 

That warlike Torrine firſt did favour thee. | 

Peace to the King of Briedny, my Love, 
Peace to all thoſe that love and favour bim. 

Loc, Doth Eftrild fall with fuch ne * 

[Taking ber u ” 


ws Sa ci * I Kk< 


Before her Servant King of Albion? 
Ariſe, fair Lady, leave this lovely Chear, 
Lift up thoſe Looks that cheriſh Locrize's Heart, | 
That 1 may freely view that roſeal Face, 

© Which ſo intangled hath my love. ſick Breaſt. 
Now to the Court, where we will court it out, W 
And paſs the Night and Day in Yenus” Sports: 
Frolick, brave Peers, be joyful with — King, LExeunt. 
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SCENE. III 


| Enter Guendeline, Thraſimachus, Madan, * Soldiers, 


Gu. Tou gentle Winds that with your modeſt Blaſts 
Paſs thro' the Circuit of the Heav'nly Vault, 
Enter the Clouds unto the Throne of Fove, 
And bear my Pray'rs to his all-hearing Ears, 
For Locrine hath forſaken Guendeline, od niche 
And learnt to love proud Humber,'s Concubine. 6 1 
* px Sprites that i in the Concave Sky, 

mp eaſant Joy enjoy your ſweeteſt Love, 

* rth choſe T ears with me, which then you ſhed, 
When firſt you woo'd your Ladies to their Wills: 
Thoſe Tears are fitteſt for my woful Caſe, 

Since Locrine ſhuns my nothing-pleaſant Face. 

Bluſh Heav'n, bluſh Sun, and hide thy ſhining Beams, 
Shadow thy. radiant Locks in gloomy Clouds, 

Deny thy c heal Light unto the World, 

Where nothing reigns but Falſhood and Deceit : 

What, ſaid I, Fal ? Ay, that why Crime,” M 
For Lei has ore Gu u,, 1 
eck bn &\ * | | 3 | Behold 
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The Tragedy of Locrine. 
2 Behold the Heav'ns do wail for Guendeline: 
4 The ſhining Sun doth bluſh for Guendeline : 
The liquid Air doth weep for Guendeline : 
| The very Ground doth groan for Guendeline. 
Ay, they are milder than the Britain King, 
: For he rejeReth luckleſs Guendeline. i 
f Thra. Siſter, Complaints are bootleſs in this cauſe, 
| This open wrong. muſt have an open Plague: - _ 
This Plague mult be repaid with grievous War, 
This War muſt finiſh with Locrinus Death,, 
His Death will ſoon extinguiſh our Complaints. 
Guen, O no, his Death will more, augment my woes; 
He was my Husband, brave Thraſimachss, T 
More dear to me than th* apple of mine Eye, 
* Nor can I find in Heart to work his Scathe. 
Thra. Madam, if not your proper Injuries, 
Nor my Exile, can move you to revenge: 
Think on our Father Corineius Words, | 
His Words to us ſtand always for a La. 
Should Zocrine live, that caus'd my Father's Death 
| Should Locrine live, that now divorceth you? - | 
bs The Heay'ns, the Earth, the Air, the Fire reclaims 
5 And then why ſhould all we deny the ſame ? bet 
Guen. Then henceforth farewel womaniſh Complaints, 
All childiſh Pity henceforth then farewel: 
But curſed Locrine, look unto thy ſelf, 
For Nemeſis, the Miſtreſs of Revenge, 
Sits arm'd at all points on our.diſmal Blades. 
And curſed Eftriid, that inflam'd his Heart. 
, Shall, if 1 live, die x reproachful Death. 
Mad. Mother, tho' Nature makes me to lament _ 


3 
417 


My luckleſs Father's froward Letcheryz 0 1 ＋ 
Yet for lie wrongs my Lady Mother, thus. 
s, I, if I could, my ſelf would work his Death, _ _ _ + 


Isin the Children of a tender Age. 


Forward, brave Soldiers, into Mera, ; ated] 
Where we ſhall brave the Coward to his Face. Z æeunt. 


d e v7 © SCENE, 


SCENE W. 


G18 r rb 


Enter Locrine, Eſtrild, 2 Afarachus and the - 


TS, 


Loc. Tell me, Nn are the Cornih chat 


In ſuch great number come to Mercia, 
And have they pitched there their Hoſt, 
. So cloſe unto our royal Manſion ? 4 


Aa. They are, on bop eg and mean incontinent 


To bid defiance to your 


Loc. It makes me laugh, to ink that Guendeline 


Should have the Heart to come in Arms againſt 
Eft. Alas, 
When as the Spur doth gall bim to the Bone; 
Jealouſy, Locrme, or? a wicked Sting, 
Loc. Sayſt thou fo, E 
Well, we will try her Choler to 


he Proof 


me; 


my Lord, the Horſe will run amain 


» Beauty's Paragon ? 


And make her know, Locrine can brook no braves. 


March on, Aſſarachus, 


muſt lead the way, 
CE gw 


SCENE v. 


Ghoſt. Behold, the Circuit kei ik Sky 


7 


d Pavilion. Eremit 


Enter the 1 o . * 14 . 


— forth ſad Throbs, and grievous Ld 


ines Overthrow : © 
Fire call forth ſharp darts of Flames, 
Foundation of the triple World 
ind excl and quaketh with a a. y Nai, 
Preſaging bloody © Maſſacres at ha | 
The wandring birds that flutter in the dark, 


Whey helliſh, Night in cloud Charice ſeed . 
S hee Mito ſhady Toll 


Face, 


9 


With 


SQ we » e ” 
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With ſable Mantles cov'ring all the Earth, New Fun 
Now fly abroad amid the earful Pay, MIT 
Foretelling ſome unwonted Miſerrr. 
The ſnarling Curs of darkned Tart arus, 42 
Sent from F n Ponds by Rhadamanth,. 
With bowling Dirties peſter ey'ry WoOd; 
The wa Les, and the lightfoot 8 
And all AL e Nymphbs. 7 
All trembling hide themfelyes in ſhady Groves: . 
And ſhrowd themſelyts in hideous hollow vga E 
The boiſterous thundreth forth Reve 

The ſtony Rocks cry out on ſharp Revetige® > 

The thorny Buſh pronounceth dire Reyenge. 


[Sound the. Alan: 

Nay Corineius ſtay and ſee Rey 
And feed thy Soul with Locrine's Overthrow: 
' Behold they come, the Trumpets call them forth, 
The roaring Drums ſummon the Soldiers. 
Lo where their Army gliſtereth on the Plains. 
Throw forth gu on rfl mighty Jupiter, 
And 415 "oF 8 on curſed Locrine's Head. 

| [Stands aſidel 


Enter Theiss —_— Arachas, Sabren and their- 
2 a: Door; Thraſimachus, Guendeline;, 
and thi Bllowers as another, . 'F 


Toe, — is the Tiger ſtarted from his Cave 
Is Guendeline come from Cornubia, 
That thus ſhe 'braveth Zocrine to the Teeth? 
And haſt thou found thine Armour, pretty Boy, 
Accompanied with theſe thy ſtraggling Mates 2: 
Believe me but this aper e Nas bold, 
And well deſerveth Commendation. 

Gun. Ay, Locrine, traiterous Locrine, we are comes. 
With full Pretence to ſeek thine Overthrow. 
What have I done that thou. ſtiouldſt ſcornme thus 2. 
What have I ſaid that thou ſhouldſt me reject? 
Have I been diſobedient to thy Words? 
Haye 1 N thy arcane Secrecy ?- 


Have 


| "The «Trax of Logine: 
ky, diſhonouxed thy Marriage: bed Fran 
With filthy Crimes, or with! e Taft 1 wot * 
Nay it is thou that haſt diſhonour d it; * 
Thy filthy Mind o' ercome with filthy. Laſts, 
Yiddeth unto Affection's filthy Darts. 
Unkind, thou wrong'ſt thy rt and trueſt Fair, 
Unkind, thou wrong ſt thy beſt and deareſt Friend | ih 
Unkind, thou ſcorn ſt all keit Bl TAs: 
* N Father, Uncle, and tb AER 
e me, ! $2120 but the e 
And well would ſcem to make a Veltal Nun: 
- How finely frames ſhe her Oration. | 
Thra. Locrine, we came not here to ght with Words, 
Words that can never win the Victory, 
But for you are ſo merry in your Frumps, 
Unſheath your Swords, and try it out by force, 
That we .may ſee who hath the better hand,” .. 
Loc, Think'ft thou to dare, me, bold Thraſimach: ? 
Think'ft thou io fear me with thy taunting Perez. * 
Or do we ſeem tho weak to cope with thee? * ww * 
Soon ſhall 1 ew thee my fine cutting Blade, | 
And with my Sword, the of Death, 


Seal thee 8 for oy Id ET 
L LExeunt. 


— * 73 
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Sound. the Alarm. Enter ande a Risch and, - 
Soldier at ont Door; Guendeline, raſimachus, 


another: Aeerine and An e Salle — 
Then Locrine ond Efrid « enter 4 5 i aware. 


Loc. O fair Eftrilds, we have loſt the 0, ee | 
Thraſimachiss hath won the ViQtory, | 


K 


— 


And we are left to be a Laughing tack, 1192 T ; wp: | 
Scoſt at by thoſe that are our 4 n f 
Ten thouland Soldiers arm'd with Sword and Shield, * a 
Prevail againſt an bu red thoufand Men. | 
Thrafmachss incens'd with fumi Ire, 
Nageth amongſt the faint-heart Soldiers, 


* to grim N when coyer'd wid his Targe, 


He 


The Naeh of Locrine 42 E. 
He fought, hgh ined | in the. Field, m « 


Cloſe 2 Banks of ghet Südl. 11 * 110 1 
0 (Senn the Alarmi. 
O lovely Eſtrild now ' the Chaſs Paging. au An O 


Ne'er Ball we ſee the ſtately Troynovant,: - 

Mounted with Courſers garniſk'd all with oY 

Ne'er ſhall we view: the fair Concordia 
Unleſs as Captives we be thither brought. i 1 wo lis 221t 
Shall Locrine then be taken. Priſoner, 5 Lien 22112 * 
By ſuch a youngling as Thraſimaa hus? 2 te 2 u AA 
Shall Guendeline capuvate my Love? 
Ne'er ſhall mine Eyes behold that diſmal bow. x kind? 
Ne'er will L view: that ruthful SpeRtacle,); 7 + - ro 2 
For with my Sword, or this ſharp — - 7 
Ill cut in ſunder my accurſed n eb wi 2 
But O you Judges of the ninefold Styx, 1 

Which with inceſſant Torments rack the Ghoſts. oe 
Within the. bottomleſs Abyſſus Piss 4 
You Gods, Commanders of the Heay "ly Spheres, 
Whoſe Will and Laws irrevocable ſtand,.. .. - 

Forgive, ge this foul Lee \ pa 

Forpry O. Gods, this. foul condemned Kult - 


now my Sword, inen 5 
* 59 10 Ci on 
Haſt ſav d che: Eiſe of Bruins and bis San.. 
End now. his Life that wiſheth Kill for Death, W 


Work now his Death. that wiſheth ſtill for Death, | 
Work now his. Death that hateth fil] his — 
Farewel, fair. Eſtrild, Beauty's Paragon | 
Fram'd in the Front of foxlora Miferies, 
Ne'er ſhall mine Eyes behold thy'Sun-ſhine Eyes,. 
But when we meet in the Elyſian Fields 
Thither I go before with, haſten d pace. 
Farewel, vain World, and thy intieing Snares, 
Farewel, foul Sin, and thy inticing Pleaſures, S 1 
And welcome Death, the end of mortal Smart, | 
Welcome to Tae s oyer-burthen'd Heart. 

6 [Thrufts himſelf thro with his Pe: 3 

Eft. Break Heart with Sobs and grieyous Suſpires, 


Som forth your Tears from forth my watry Eyes, 
Help 


wo ho X 


ts 
4 © v - 1 


3 
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Help me to mourn for warlike Locrine's Death, 

Pour down your Tears 71 oat K 

Jar ighy ke et ua 0 

O fickle Fortune, O unſtable Word, 1 
ings, thr this debe contains, | 


Ay, 
Ay, 5 Sa Locrine 
Shall Eftrild live then e ae Danth'? 
Shall love of Life bar hee from Locrine's © 
O no, this Sword that hath bereft his Life 
n . 

Strengthen e mi 

That I may end my woful $4 

! come, Locrint' follow thee. * aa 
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count thy Alon. FO IT 


Sab. What doleful Sight; hat ruchfub Spende 
Hath Fortune offer'd xo my hapleſs Heart? 
My Father ſlain with ſuch a fatal Sword, 5 
My Mother murder d by a amoraF Wend? 
What Thraciaw Dog, barbarous don, pus 
Would vor relent at ſuch a'ruthful cuſt ? „ 
What fierce bill, what ie be Pit, wow 210 4 
c A n 
Locrine, the Map of Magnan | 
Lies fla cer in this e Cave:;" fer 
. Efirild, the perfect Pattern Renown; 
Nature's ſole Wonder, in whoſe beauteous , 
All Heay'nly Grace and Virtue as iüſhrfn d. 
Both maſſacred, are dead within this Cave, 1 on | 
And with them dies fair Palla#.and ſweet Love. | 
Here lies a Sword, and gabren hath a Heart, mY 
This bleſſed Sword ſhall cut my curfed Heart, 


n Parents Ghofts, l 


The Tragedy of |Locrine: 42 Z 


That they that live and view our Tragedy; 

May mourn our caſe wh mourafil Neale. 0 
' [Offers to kill eli 

Ay me, my Virgin's Hands are too too weak, 

To penetrate the Bulwark of my Breaſt; 

My Fingers, us'd to tune the amorous Lute, 

Are not of Force to hold this ſteely _— 

So I am left to wail my Parents Death, 

Not able for to work my per Dea. H 1% bad 

Ah Locrine, honour'd' for t Nobleneh, $04 ui 2H 

Ah Eftrild, famous for thy Coniftancy, f 

Ill may they fare tae ore your mon) Ends, 


Enter Guendelige, Thrafi wy Madah, and the 
Soldiers. 


Gu, Search, Soldiers, ſearch, find Locrine and kis 

Ve, * 

Find the proud Strumpet, ls Coheubine, 

To pale ie change thoſe her ſo pleaſing Looks A 
le and ignominious Aſpect. | 
me the Iſſue of their curſed Love, 

Find me ny Sabren, Loerine's only joy, 

That 1 may glut my Mind with lukewarm Blood, 

Swiftly difling from the Baſtard's Breaſt. 

My Father's Ghoſt ſtill haunts me for Rev 

Crying, Revenge my over-haſten'd Death. 

My Brother's Exile, and mine own Divorce, 

Baniſn Remorſe clean from my brazen Heart, 

All Mercy from mine adamantine Breaſts. 

Thra. Nor doth thy Husband, lovely 

That wonted was to guide our ſtarleſs Steps, 

Enjoy this Light; ſee where he murdred hes, 

By luckleſs Lot and froward frowning Fate : 

And by him lies his lovely Paramour 

Fair Eftrild, gored with a diſmal Sword, 

As it ſeems, both murdered by themſelves, 

Clas (ping each other in their feebled Arms, 


loying Zeal, as if for Company 


. The Tragedvef Locnae. 
Their uncontented were pet content . 


To paſs fonl Styx'in Charon's Ferry-boat... 
Guan. And hath proud Eftrild then Fend wer 


FHath ſhe eſcaped Guendeline's Wrath, :- 

By violently cutting off her Life? 

Would God. ſhe had. the — Hydra's Lives... 

That every Hour ſhe — have died a Death 

Worſe than the ſwing o * ene. oo 

And every Hour geyive to die again. 

As Titizs bound to houſleſs ede 
Doch feed the Subſtance of his o | | 

And ev aueh, for want of Food doth die, ... 

— very he doth live again to die. : 

* x inks, IL bear ſome fainting Voice, 

Ily weeping for their Iucklefs Death. 

45 You Mountain Nymphs which in theſe Deſarte 


1 et 4 18 


Ceaſe off your haſty Chace of ſavage peas 
Prepare — Hearr oppreſt with Care. 

Addreſs ydur ars ta hear a mounſul Stile, 

No human Strength, no Work can work my Woeal,. 
Care in my Heart ſo Tyrant-like doth deal. 

| You Drya s and lightfoot Sazyri, 

Ton Fairies, which at Even-tide 

Your Cloſets leave with heav'nly Beauty ſtor'd, 

And on your Shoulders ſpread; your golden — 
ou ſavage Bears in Caves and darken'd Dens, 
Come wail with me the martial Zocrine's Death: 
Come mourn with me, for beauteous Eftrild's Death. 
Ah, loving Parents, latle do you know. | 
What Sorrow. Sbren ſuffers for or your Thrall. 

- Guen, But may this be, and is it „ 

Lives Sabren yet to expiate my Wrath? 

Fortune I thank thee for this Courteſy, 

And let me never ſee one proſperous Hour, 


I Sabren die not A reproachful Death. 
Sab. Hard-hearted Death, that when the wretched call, 


Art fartheſt off, and ſeldom hear'ſt at all, 
But in the midſt of Fortune's good Succeſs, 
Uncalled comes, and ſheers our Life in twain : 
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When will that Hour, that bleſſed Hour draw nigh,” 
When podr diſtreſſed Sabren may be gone 
Sweet Atropos cut off my fatal Thread. 
What art thou Death. ſhall not poor Sabren dio? 
[Guendeline taking her by the Chin Pr 
Guen. Ves Damſel, yes, 'Sabren ſhall ſurely die, 
Tho ald the World ſhould ſeek to ſave het Life, 
And not a common Death ſhall Sab ren die, | 
But after ſtrange and grievous Puniſhments, | 
Shortly inflicted on thy Baſtard's Head, ee 
Thou ſhalt be caſt ĩato the curſed Streams, 7 21) 134/06 
And feed the Fiſhes with thy tender Ne. 15d 3 
Sab. And think'ſt thou then, thou cruel: Homicide, 
That theſe thy Deeds ſhall be'unpuniſhed ? * 
No, Traitot, no, the Gods will venge theſe Wrongs, / 
The Fiends of Hell will mark theſe Injuries, 
Never ſhall theſe blood-ſucking maſty Curs 
Bring wretched Sabren to wa, er home, 
For I my ſelf, in ſpite of thee and thine, 
Mean to abridge my former Deſtinies, 
And that which Locrine's Sword could not perfolth: 
This preſent Stream ſhall preſent bring to paſs. 
| [She drowns horſelf.. 
Guen, One Miſchief follows on another's Neck. 
Who would have thought ſo young a Maid as ſhe, 
With ſuch a Courage would have ſought her Death ? 
And for becauſe this River was the Place 
Where little Sabren 1 died, 
Sabren for d uf dh age be calyd. 
And as fos e, our deceaſed Sboufe, 
Becauſe s the Son of mighty Brute, 
To whom owe our Country, Lives and Goods, 
He ſhall be buried in a ſtately Tomb, \J 
Cloſe by his aged Father Brutus” Bones, 7 
With ſuch great Pomp and great Solemnity, 
As well beſeems ſo brave a Prince as he. 
Let Eftrild be without Mt ſhallow Vaults, 
Without the Honour due tb the dead, 
Becauſe ſhe was the Author of this War. 
Retire brave Followers unto. Troynovant, 


Where 


6 The. Tragedy of:Locrine. 
2 
W in his Tomb. f 
ö | tur Ao ibn 26498 Wa 
. 1 hare the endet lawleG: Tracey}: * 7; 
| Of Uſurpation and ambitious Pride. 
vp And they thee for their Amours dare , 
. Turmoil our Land, and er heir Bois abroach, 
| Let them be warned by theſe Premiſſes. 

And as a Woman was the only cauſe - 

That civil Diſcord was then ftirred up, | 
aged Aetretonge werf Maid, NY | 
t eight Years the Scepter fg > 

enen n A. 
And every Wight that ſeeks her Grace's Smart, Bl 
Would that nnen 1 in e 
71 SETS "51g | 4 2 Exit. 
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